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THE UNFAIR SEX 


ACI E 


Scene.—The drawing-room of the TREVoRS’ seaside house. In the c. 
at the back are large windows, standing open, through which can be 
seen the sea and foreshore with a distant view of the pier and band- 
stand, which, in Act III, may be illuminated. This window leads 
to a veranda with steps to the shore. 


Though called the drawing-room the apartment is used as the 
principal living-room and is furnished more like a gay and pleasant 
lounge hall. At the u.c. there is an arched opening with the foot of 
the stairway, leading to the rooms above, just showing. The entrance 
door from the hall is below this u. The fireplace with a glass is on 
the R. of the room, and above it is a writing-table placed under a 
small, recessed window. 


A gate-legged table stands on the u. of the large window, on which 
are syphons, spirit decanters, and a jug of barley-water. There is a 
chair on the R. side of this table. A low, double-ended couch with 
no back occupies a position .c. down stage. There are bookcases with 
shelves and cupboards beneath them R. and u. of the open window, 
and two easy chairs with arms B.C. 


‘It is a big, airy, jolly room, bright with the spring sunshine. 


At the rise of the CurtTatn tt is occupied only by JoAN DELISSE. 
She is about twenty with bobbed chestnut hair ; deliciously pretty, 
headstrong and vital. As it is eleven o'clock in the morning she ought 
to be out of doors, instead of which she is seated on the settee L. end 
crooning over a silver-framed, cabinet photograph of Harvey Fanr— 
gazing at it with adoring young eyes and wasting virginal kisses on 
the glass. 


Joan. Harvey! Oh, Harvey !—— Can’t you see I love you, 
darling ? 


(There ts the sound of a postman’s knock off u. This makes her start, 
guiltily, the photo-frame slips from her hand, cracking the glass. 
Hearing someone coming, she picks it up hurriedly, leaves the u. end 
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of the couch at which she has been seated, and, placing the photograph 
on the table up stage, returns and seats herself at the R. end up stage 
side as PINKER enters the room by the door L.) 


(PrNKER is a smart, good-looking maid. She enters the room briskly 
carrying a parcel the size and shape of a novel.) 


Letters, Pinker ? 
(PINKER stands just inside the door.) 


Prvxer. No, miss—only a parcel for Mr. Harvey. He was ex- 
pecting a book, miss, and I was to leave it in here for him. 

Joan. Allright. Putit over there. (Points to bookshelf up u.c.) 

Pinxer. Yes, miss. (She passes wp, L. end of couch and places 
book on shelf.) Lots of books Mr. Harvey has, miss. His room’s 
full of them. 

Joan. Well, he writes books himself, you know. 

Pinker. Reely, miss. Fancy that now. You'd never think it 
to look at him. 

Joan. Why not ? 

Pinker. Oh, I don’t know. But there—books aren’t what they 
was. People want pictures nowadays, don’t they ? 

Joan. Heavens, no! They talk about Art, Pinker—but they 
don’t spend a bob on it. Why, I know lots of artists—top-notchers, 
who could paint Augustus John’s head off—and they haven’t sold 
a picture for ages... . 

Pinker. I don’t know who this Augustus John is—sounds like 
one of these Catholick Saints—but him and his pictures won’t last 
like Charlie Chaplin—not half they won’t! Oh Lordy! (In her 
excitement of imitating Charlie Chaplin she has knocked over HARVEY’S 
photograph.) 

Joan. What’s the matter ? 


(PINKER picks up the photograph and comes to R. end of couch.) 


Pinker. I’ve broke Mr. Harvey’s photo—I shall catch it. But 
there—whenever I start talking about the pictures I get so excited 
I hardly know what I’m doing Hiker os 


(PinKER hands the photo frame to Joan.) 


Joan (swinging her legs over couch). It’s all right, Pinker. J did 
that. (Chaffing.) I shall look Mrs. Trevor straight in the eye and 
say, “If you please, ma’am, it came to pieces in me ’and.” 

PINKER (giggling admiringly). You are a caution, miss! You 
ought to act for the Pictures yourself. 

Joan. Think so? 

PInKER (confidentially). Between you and me—I’m taking 
lessons ! 


Joan (puzzled), Are you, Pinker? How frightfully thrilling ! 
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PInKER. Yes, I see an advertisement in the papers: ‘‘ How to 
be a Film Star in Twelve Lessons ’’—and I thought to meself at 
once, ‘‘ Why not you, Gertie?” (Getting to Cc.) 

Joan. I see. 

PINEER (a little down stage facing Joan). Well, I sent me photo- 
graph and a half-crown postal order, and back come a letter—such 
a nice letter, miss—from a gentleman name of Isaacstein. 

Joan. Oh! And what did Mr. Isaacstein say ? 

Pinxer. Said I'd got a film-face, and I was just the sort of girl 
_ they was looking for. 

Joan. I bet you are too! 

_ PINKER. Yes, miss. And, me being in service, as I explained to 
him, he says he wouldn’t charge me only half fees. Wasn’t that 
generous, miss ? 

Joan. Well—er—— 

Pincer. Course I jumped at it quick—in case he changed his 
mind—and now he’s learning me by post—ten bob a time. It’s 
wonderful what you can learn by post. 

JoAN (trying not to laugh). Yes, isn’t it? 

PINKER (indignant). Oh, you can laugh, Miss Joan! Wait till 
you see me on the screen, making me hundred quid a week! Yes- 
terday was my afternoon out, and me and Alf was watching that 
Film Company that’s rehearsing on the cliffs. 

Joan. Who’s Alf—your young man ? 

Pinker. Yes, miss. So he spoke to this feller—and what do 
you think the feller says ? 

Joan. What ? 

Pinker. Says, if we make it worth his while, he'll get me a 
small part soon as I’ve finished my lessons with Mr. Isaacstein. 
You know, it’s one of these love dramas—girl loves a feller who 
don’t love her. 

JOAN (eagerly). Yes? And what does she do? 

Pinker. Makes him, of course. 

Joan. Makes him love her? How? 

Prvxer. Gets him jealous, miss. Kids him she loves another 
chap, see ? 

Joan (scornfully). Oh, what nonsense ! 

Pinxer. It isn’t miss, excuse me. Why, that was how I clicked 
with Alf. 


(Joan leans forward.) 


He treated me like dirt, miss—never hardly noticed me. And I 
was that gone on him, too—used to kiss his photograph, and silly 
things like that. 


(JOAN starts, swings her legs back over sofa, and, rather guiltily, replaces 
photo’ on table, reseating herself on couch wp stage side facing R.) 
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Yet he never took me serious like—till one day he see me talking 
to another chap—happened to be a married man, too. My word, 
that done it. Alf wasn’t half jealous. 

Joan. And how did it go on? 

- Pinker. Easy as kiss hands—I just keep on pretending like 

Joan. Pretending you were smitten with this married man ? 

Pinker. That’s it, miss—and in a week Alf was walking out 
with me. . . .. Oh, these films are true to life—I give you my word ! 
(Goes to RB.) 

Joan. But Alf—did he never realize q 

PInKER (turning). Well, I ask you, miss—is it likely ? 

Joan (thoughtfully). No, I suppose not. 

Pinker. Men are queer, though.... They don’t seem to want 
yer till they think someone else does. 

JOAN (rises—primly). I’m afraid I’ve had no experience, Pinker. 

Pryxer. I know yow’re in love with Mr. Fane, miss—why—if 
you'd only try my plan you'd click with him at once. Oh, I beg 
pardon, Miss Joan, I’ve been talking rather free like. (Gets a little 
wp stage C.) 

Joan. Oh, that’s all right, I like it. (Crosses, in thought, to R. 
in front of PINKER, who goes to table ani picks up a used glass.) 
» Pinker. Well, I must look slippy, miss. Sir Henry’s coming to 
lunch, 





(The two girls exchange a friendly smile.) 
(Then PINKER goes out, door L.) 


(Joan goes to table, takes wp HARVEY’S photograph again and regards 
at long and earnestly.) 


JOAN (L. of the table, slowly, with a mournful shake of her head). 
“ They don’t seem to want yer—till they think someone else does ! ” 


GEOFFREY TREVOR strolls from L., past French windows, looking idly 
seawards, so that his back 1s half turned to the room. He is a good- 
looking, athletic man of thirty-eight, dressed in tennis flannels. 
Normally good-natured and easy-going, he 1s capable of sudden 
rather childish fits of temper, and has reddish hair. JOAN eyes him 
thoughtfully for a few moments ; then she catches her breath and a 
sudden mischievous smile lights wp her face. She nods to herself 
and clenches her fists, as of bracing herself to a daring decision. 
GEOFFREY turns, sees her, and enters through c. window. She is 
now very grave and thoughtful.) 


GEOFFREY (C.). Hullo! You look very solemn. 

Joan. Do I, Geoff? I was thinking. (Comes to u. end of settee 
up stage side and sits.) 

GEOFFREY (airily). Shouldn’t think on a holiday, my child— 
great mistake, Come and have a single at tennis, 
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Do! It’s a gorgeous morning. (Goes towards Joan, back of settee.) 
Joan. But aren’t you going to meet Uncle Henry ? 
GEOFFREY. Not yet—there’s heaps of time. (Tries to pull her 

up.) Come on, you lazy little thing. 

JOAN (resisting). No, I don’t think we’d better, Geoff—really. 

GEOFFREY (surprised). Why not? (Releases her hands.) 

Joan. Do you remember what Uncle said—the last time he was 
here ? 

GEOFFREY. No—what was it? Some tommyrot, I suppose. 

Joan. He said I was monopolizing you. 

GEOFFREY. Bosh! Uncle’s a crank. You mustn’t mind any- 
thing he says. 

Joan. Yes, but Geoff, we are together a lot. 

GEOFFREY (staring). Well, why shouldn’t we be ? 

Joan. But is it quite fair to Di? 

GEOFFREY (crossing to R.c. down stage). Oh, you needn’t worry 

-about Di. She’s off games just now—doctor’s told her to take 

things quietly for a bit. But she wants us to go on just as usual— 

she said so. Besides, she has young Harvey to amuse her, 
Joan (swallowing). Yes, I know. 
GEOFFREY. Well—then—— 
Joan (abruptly). Shut your eyes, Geoff. (Rises, going to Gror- 

FREY.) f 
GEOFFREY (surprised). Shut my eyes ? 

Joan. Yes, please. 

Grorrrey. But—what for ? 

Joan. Never mind—shut them. 

GrorFReY. Oh, all right. They’re shut. 

Joan. Tight! You mustn’t cheat. 

GrorrrReyY. I’m mot cheating. I can’t see a thing. (Facing 
audience.) 

Joan. Well, don’t look till I tell you. (Turns him to her.) 


(GroFFREY facing JoAN with closed eyes.) 


Grorrrey. Right you are. 

Joan. Now, what am I wearing ? 

GEOFFREY (promptly). Clothes. 

Joan. Idiot! What clothes ? 

GEOFFREY (vaguely). Oh, a skirt, of course—— 
Joan (triumphantly). No, Vm not! 

GrorrrReEyY (startled), Good Heavens! Aren’t you ? 
Joan. An ordinary dress, you owl! 

GrorrREY. Well, how should J know ? 

Joan. Can you describe anything else I’m wearing ? 
GEOFFREY. Anything ? 
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Joan. Anything at all! 

Grorrrey. Oh, well—what do girls wear? ... Er—l’ve got 
it! Camisole ! . 

Joan. Geoff! ... I mean outside. 

Grorrrey. Oh, I beg your pardon. Let me see 

Joan. No, you mustn’t see. You mustn’t look. (Puts her hand 
over GEOFFREY'S eyes.) 

Gzorrrey. All right. Now, wait a moment... . (Triwmph- 
antly.) Stockings ! 

Joan. H’m. That shows you're safe! (Crosses and sits on 
settee again, front side.) 

GEOFFREY (puzzled), Safe ? 

Joan. Well, I’ve been here six weeks and about the only 
impression I’ve made on you is a pair of silk stockings and a 
skirt ! 

GEOFFREY (goes towards settee). Hang it, Joan, that’s not fair. 
Of course I know you wear topping frocks, if that’s what you mean. 
But I’m not an observant chap, and I never notice details. (Goes 
round back of settee.) 

Joan. You never notice anyone but your wife. Why, I bet you 
don’t even know the colour of my eyes. , 

GEOFFREY (at R. end of settee at back). Yes,I do. (Thinks.) Er 
—grey, aren’t they ? 

Joan (moving close to him). No, blue. A kind of sea-blue. 
Look ! 





(He opens his eyes and gazes into hers.) 


GEOFFREY (slowly, gazing into her eyes). Yes, so they are... . 
Funny I’ve never noticed. (Sits on bottom end of settee at back facing 
L.) 

Joan. Not an observant chap, are you ? 

GEOFFREY (still gazing). Not very. 

Joan. Well, you'll remember them now ? 

GEoFFREY (dreamily, as if a little hypnotized). Yes. 

Joan. Dear old Geoff! How good you are to me. 

GEOFFREY (rousing himself). Nonsense! I’m awfully fond of 
you, Joan, 

JOAN (innocently). Are you? But why? No, I’m not fishing 
—I really want to know. It isn’t just because I’m a good-looker, 
is it ? 

GEOFFREY. Well, I suppose that counts. 

Joan. Or because I’m pretty decent at games ? 

Grorrrey. Dash it, why does one like anyone? (Rises and 
moves round R. end of couch facing Joan.) You can’t explain— 
you be feel it. (Moves away in front of Joan round u. end of 
settee. 

Joan. But just one reason——? 
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GEOFFREY (going to table). Well—you’re so young and full of 
beans, you know. 

Joan. Yes? 

a ah Not half a bad sport, either. (Picks wp matches from 
table.) 

Joan. Oh, that only means you can whack me at golf. 

GEOFFREY. No, it doesn’t. It means you’re an awfully nice 
girl—and a jolly good companion. 

Joan. Thanks! ... I'll putan advertisement in “ The Times ”’: 
“ Middle-aged gentleman can recommend nice girl as companion. 
Young and full of beans. Apply G. Trevor, Esq., The Cottage, 
Loughborough-on-Sea.”’ 


(During this GEOFFREY lights cigarette.) 


GEOFFREY (coming down c.). You're talking rot, my child. And, 
by the way, I’m not middle-aged. 

Joan. Aren’t you? (At R. end of settee.) 

GEoFFREY (stiffly). If it’s of any interest—I’m thirty-two. 

Joan. Oh, poor dear! 

Greorrrey. Rubbish! That’s not old. 

Joan. No, but you are. 

GEOFFREY. What do you mean ? 

JoANn (pouting). If you weren’t such a stodgy old thing—you 
wouldn’t be so unkind to me... 

GEOFFREY (astonished). Unkind? (He goes to the R. end of settee 
and leans over tt.) 

JOAN (in a low voice). Yes. ... I’ve been trying all this time 
to make you say something nice to me—and you won’t. 

Grorrrey. But, my dear child. 

Joan. Oh, I’m in a silly mood to-day. 

GEOFFREY (tenderly, putting his hand on her shoulder). Joan, you 
know I couldn’t be tnkind to you. ... You're such a little thing 
to me—and such a pal. 

Joan. Ah, that’s better! (Kneels on settee, facing GEOFFREY.) 
Geoff, we are pals, aren’t we? (Seizing his hand and squeezing tt.) 

Grorrrey. Of course! Why, I knew you as a kid. 

Joan. Yes. ... How old was J then ? 

GroFFrREY. Oh, eight or nine—I don’t remember. 

Joan. Pretty ? 

Georrrey. Lord, no! (Releases his hand.) Funny little 
freckled face and ‘a pigtail. 

Joan. Oh! 

Grorrrey. Nice child, though. You had measles—or was it 
mumps? Anyway, I taught you to ride Miggles. 

- Joan. You were always my ideal, Geoff. (She turns her head 
away alitile. Still kneeling on the settee.) Evenasaschoolgirl. . . . 
I used tossleep with your photograph under my pillow. 
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Grorrrey (eagerly). Did you really ? 

Joan. Yes, and I used to say, if I ever married—it would have 
to be someone like you. ’ 

GEOFFREY. Joan ! 

Joan. Oh, I say it now—sometimes. But there aren’t many 
like you, Geoff. Di’s lucky. 

Gzorrrey. Rubbish! ... Dear old days, weren’t they ? 

Joan. Ah, I didn’t know how happy I was then. 

GEOFFREY (sympathetically). Aren’t you happy now ? 

Joan (sadly). .. . Life has disappointed me somehow. 

Gzorrrey. Tellane all about it—just as you used to when you 
were a little girl. (Puts his arm round Joan’s shoulder.) 


(Joan shakes her head.) 


Don’t you remember? You used to cuddle up to me—what did 
you call it ?—Snuggling ? 

Joan. Yes, and put my head on your shoulder—didn’t I? 
(Snuggles and puts her head on his shoulder.) You were always such 
a dear old comforter. 

GEorrrREY (sentimentally). And when I went away, you cried as 
if your heart would break—and made me promise to wait for you 
till you were grown up. 

Joan (reproachfully). But you didn’t, Geoff. Fancy, if you 
had! ... Oh, I shouldn’t have said that. (Sits again.) 

GEOFFREY (eagerly, sits beside her). Joan—would you have 
married me ? 

Joan. You mustn’t ask—it’s not fair to Di.... But, I say 
Geoff 

GrorrrEy. Yes ? 

Joan. Do you remember the day “‘ Miggles”’ threw me? I was 
stunned for a minute, and you thought I was dead. 

GrorFREY. Rather! By Jove, I was scared! You see, I had 
no brandy—not even a drop of water—and the nearest cottage was 
a mile off. 

Joan. What did you do ? 

GEOFFREY. I—er—kissed you—— Like this. (Kisses her.) 








(She submitting passively.) 


Joan. And then I came to ? 

Grorrrey. Yes.... Gad, how thankful I was! . 
Joan. And then ? 

Grorrrey. I kissed you again. (Repeats kiss.) 
Joan (quickly). I know—I’ve never forgotten it ! 
GEOFFREY. Joan——! 


(Tries to kiss her again, but she stops him.) 


Joan. But you mustn’t do it now. ... (Rises, and stands c. of 
setice.) It’s wrong, isn’t it ?—Now I’m grown up. 
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GEOFFREY (reluctantly). I suppose so. 

Joan. And it’s not fair to Di.... Poor Di! She’s my best 
friend—and I don’t think she’d like you to kiss me. 

GEOFFREY. Perhaps not. 

Joan. Besides, if anyone saw us—they might think we were 
flirting. 

GrorrREY. Er—possibly. (Rises and goes towards R.c. down 
stage.) 

Joan. But we're not, are we? (Following and standing on 
GEOFFREY'S L. hand.) Not really flirting. 

GEOFFREY. No, we're only living in the pest a moment—pre- 
tending you're still a child 

Joan. And thinking of what might have been 

GEOFFREY. That’s all . . . there’s nothing wrong in that. 

JOAN (sighing). Nothing. 

GEOFFREY (turning to face her). Because you seem only a child 
to me now, Joan—just a sweet, innocent little girl! ... Oh, you 
have such truthful eyes, darling ! 

Joan. Oh, Geoffi——! 

GEOFFREY. Joan, my little pal! (Close to her gazing at her 
adoringly.) How beautiful you are! And what a good influence 
you have on me! 

Joan. Have I, Geoff? Oh, I’m so glad! And I shan’t worry 
about Di now. I shall feel I’m really helping her—if I have a good 
influence on you. 

Grorrrey. You have—you certainly have!... Though I 
shouldn’t mention it to her. 

Joan. No, it will be our secret, Geofi—making both of us nobler 
and more unselfish ! 

Grorrrey. Rather! I feel a better man already.... But, I 
say, Joan, isn’t it wonderful how we’ve come together this morning 
—after all these years? I wonder what did it—— 

JoANn (impulsively). Alf! (Turns to t.) 

GEoFFREY. Eh ? 








(Harvey Fane appears at French windows. He is a slight, pallid, 
drawling youth ; blinks when he speaks, and has a nervous involun- 
tary grin, which breaks into a giggle on the smallest provocation. 
Very affected manner, yet with something clever and attractive about 
him. He is carrying field-glasses in a case.) 


Harvey (as he enters—to Guorrrey). Tinketty-tonk, old can of 
fruit! (Zo Joan, who has seated herself on settee.) Tinketty-most- 
frightfully-tonk ! 

GEOFFREY. Well, Harvey, how goes it ? 

Harvey. Rotten! (Lighting cigarette.) On a beastly hot morn- 
ing—to haye to stagger up those cliffs and watch a ghastly crowd 
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of film-actors is perfectly frightful for one’s nerves. (Sees drink on 
table u.c.) Ah! whisky! (Hands field-glasses to GEOFFREY, and 
hurries to table.) 


(Whilst Harvey is helping himself to whisky, GEOFFREY turns up to 
window and looks through glasses from R. to L.) 


Joan (reproachfully). Oh, Harvey! Harvey! 

GEOFFREY (watching him mia a stiff whisky-and-soda). But I 
thought you promised Di never to take it strong ? 

Harvey. Well, this is what I call weak. (Holding up glass.) 
Tinketty-tonk! (Drinks.) 

GEorFrREY (to Joan). Where does he get his lingo ? 

Harvey (coming towards c.). Oh, in Chelsea pubs and Hamp- 
stead drawing-rooms—where the highbrows come from. 

Joan. Highbrow yourself, Harvey ! 

Harvey. I’m a Post-Shavian. 

GEOFFREY. Post-Shavian? What’s that ? 

Harvey. You don’t mean to say you’ve never heard of Post- 
Shavianism ? 

Gzorrrey. Never. 

Joan. Neither have I, Harvey. 

Harvey. You poor benighted things! Why, J invented it—— 

GEOFFREY (comes down to R.H.—by chair R.). You % 

_ Harvey. Yes, I made Post-Shavianism—and Post-Shavianism 
has made me. 

Joan (admiringly). How clever of you, Harvey. 

Harvey. Perfectly simple. You know how Shaw made his 
name ?—Ragged the man-in-the-street. Found out what the aver- 
age sensible person was thinking—and then said the exact opposite. 
(Finishing drink.) Well, I’m doing the same with Shaw. What- 
ever the old darling says, I immediately contradict him—as loudly 
as possible. Result is, I get a cheap reputation for being brilliantly 
witty and original. (Gggles.) 

GEOFFREY. I beg your pardon, I didn’t quite get that last bit 
just before the giggle. . 

Harvey. Brilliantly witty and original. 

GEOFFREY. Oh, I hadn’t noticed it. 

Harvey. It’s great sport, and it pays. 

GEOFFREY. You mean it advertises you ? 

Harvey. Exactly! (Puts glass on table .c.) 

GEOFFREY. You’re an amusing young ass. Where’s Di ? 

Harvey (at table—sees book parcel). Buying papers. Oh, good 
egg! It’s come at last. (Takes up parcel.) 

GEOFFREY. What has ? 

Harvey (proudly). My latest. (Undoing parcel and holding 
book up.) Like to read it ? 

GzorrrEy. No, thanks—not my line. 
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JOAN. What’s it called 2 

Harvey. “Puzzles: By Harvey Fane. 
- Gzorrrey. Oh, cross-word puzzles ? 

Harvey (indignantly). No, of course not, you silly ass! It’s a 
study in Post-Shavianism. Puzzles of Life—Psycho-analysis—all 
that sort of tosh. 

Joan. Oh, yes ? 

Harvey. Second book of a series’ I’m writing—called “ Novels 
for the Neurotic.” (Hands the book to Joan.) 


(GEOFFREY places field-glasses in chair R. and sits same chair.) 


Joan (holding book up). Oh, Harvey, may I borrow this ? 

Harvey. Ask Di. It’s an advance copy I promised her. I'll 
get you one, if you like. 

Joan. Thanks awfully. (Throwing book on table.) 

Harvey. But you ought to read “ Perplexities” first—-this is 
the sequel. 

Joan. I should love to. 

Harvey. Well, come along to the book stall. I’m afraid they’ve 
got one left. (Waving to Grorrrey.) Tinketty! (Gets to c. of 
window.) $ 


(Joan rises and comes ©., giving GEOFFREY a magnetic look as she 
passes wp to HARVEY and goes out with him c. to RB.) 


(GEOFFREY gazes after her with a vain, foolish smile, obviously thinking 
she ws im love with him.) 


(Diana TREVOR comes in L. from Cc. with copy of the “ Daily Tele- 
graph.” She is a handsome woman of thirty, beautifully dressed.) 


Diana (going towards GEOFFREY, who rises and meets DIANA C.), 
Geoff, he’s at it again! Look! (Thrusts paper under his nose.) 


(GrorrRey takes the newspaper.) 


GEOFFREY (reading). “Lloyd George Attacks the Govern- 
ment re 
_ Diana. No, next column. (Points to position in newspaper.) 

Grorrrey. Oh! (Reading.) ‘‘ Divorce and The Birth-Rate : 
By Sir Henry Hesketh, K.C.” Same old stuff, [suppose ? (Returns 
paper to her.) 

Diana. Yes, but he’s getting worse. ... Why can’t he leave 
the birth-rate alone ? 

Greorrrey. My dear girl, he’s a bachelor. (Beside Diana.) 

Diana (c.—indignantly). It’s simply because we have no chil- 
dren! He daren’t reproach us to our faces—so he preaches at us 
through the “ Daily Telegraph ! ” 

GEOFFREY (R.c.). Well, you’re not bound to read it, darling. 
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He’s been the leader of the Divorce Court for a year—likely to be a 
judge soon. ; 

Diana. But listen! (Reads.) “ The Victorians always deplored 
the unfruitful marriage. Their happy matrons looked down on the 
childless wife, and the unfortunate husband was hard put to it to 
prove his manhood.” (They separate slightly.) Oh, what nasty 
minds the Victorians had ! 

GEOFFREY (R.c.—chuckling). Well, go on. 

Diana (L.c.—reading ; they get together again). “ Nowadays 
everything is changed. Young couples boast of not wanting chil- 
dren. They prefer their selfish amusements—tennis, golf and 
bridge—to a fat little cherub in the nursery: ” ,.. A fat little 
cherub in the nursery—it sounds like a Glaxo advertisement ! 

GEorrREY. Perhaps Uncle’s a shareholder. 

Diana. Oh, now he’s getting tragic! Prepare to have your 
feelings harrowed ! 

Grorrrey. I’m ready for anything. (Lights cigarette.) 

Diana (reading in mock-dramatic tones). ‘‘ But sooner or later 
Nemesis comes! Love imperceptibly declines. And, with no little 
hands to draw them together, husband and wife drift apart!” .. . 
Geoff, can he possibly mean us ? 

GrorFREY. Of course not! You’ve got that on the brain. 
Look here, why trouble to read it? (Trys to take paper.) 

Diana (snatches it away—moving to . a litile). Because I know 
what’s coming—and it fascinates me. (Reads.) ‘‘ Unconsciously 
they are bored with each other, and seek distraction in the society 
of others—so-called friends, of the opposite sex, who more often than 
not are wolves in sheep’s clothing.” ... There! (Reading 
angrily.) “It is all so innocent at first. But how soon it becomes 
dangerous—especially to the young wife—and how often it leads to 
—the Divorce Court!” (She throws paper down and crosses to front 
of settee u.) IfI don’t have a baby soon, I shall be a naughty wife, 
and have my photograph in “‘ The Daily Mirror.” 

Grorrrey (sharply). Di, I wish you wouldn’t talk such rot! 
(He picks up the paper—turning to R.) 

Diana. My dear, if I didn’t I should be rude to Uncle Henry. . . . 
Can’t you see he’s hitting at us ? 

GEOFFREY. Rubbish! (Svs chair R.c.) 

Diana. Yes, he is. He thinks we’re drifting apart. I’ve seen 
him watching us. And you know he told Helen that Joan was 
monopolizing you. I suppose he thinks you’re flirting with her ? 
Isn’t it too disgusting ? (Sitting on settee.) 

GEOFFREY (warmly). Absolutely absurd! (Rather nervously 
glances at the paper, now and then.) 

Diana. I believe he’s got his eye on Harvey too.... Just 
because I mother the boy—and try to be a good influence to him. 

GEOFFREY (startled—rising). A good influence ? 
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poe Well, you know I’m making him a teetotaller—gradu- 
ally. 

GEOFFREY (sniffing). Yes—very gradually. You should see his 
idea of a weak whisky—four fat fingers and a short splash! (Up c.) 

Diana. Ah, but he’s a genius 

GEOFFREY. He certainly has the habits of one. 

Diana. Wait till you see his new novel, Geoff! 
_ GEOFFREY (puts newspaper on chair R.). I have—he showed it to 
me just now. (Crosses to table L.c. Gives her book, which has a 
bright blue cover.) 

Diana (delighted). Oh! How ripping! Isn’t it a pretty cover, 
dear ? 

GEOFFREY (at setice behind D1ana). Blue? Yes—appropriate, 
eh ? 

Diana (looking up, excitedly). Oh, Geoff——! 

GEOFFREY. Well? (At back of settee R. end.) 

Diana. He’s dedicated it to me! Look! (Reads.) “‘ To 
D .T... My Dearest Friend—And the Greatest Puzzle of 


all.” 





(GEOFFREY grunts.) 


The greatest puzzle of all! ... I wonder what he means by that ? 
GEOFFREY (gruffly). Yes, so do I wonder 
Diana (not noticing his tone). But isn’t it sweet of him ? 
GEOFFREY (angrily). Sweet? I call it infernal cheek! (Takes 

book from her, almost snatching it. Going to R.c. down stage.) 
Diana. Geoff! ... What do you mean ? 

Grorrrey. He ought to have asked your permission first. 
Diana. He did—practically. 





(GEOFFREY starts.) 


Grorrrey. You never told me. 
-Drana. I—I forgot.... Besides, I didn’t think you’d be 
interested. ‘ 

Grorrrey. I wouldn’t mind so much if it was an ordinary book. 
But Harvey’s books are jolly hot stuff 

Diana. How do you know? You never read them. 

GEoFrFREY (excitedly). They’re banned by the libraries—and the 
Bishop of London preaches sermons against them! Isn’t that 
enough ? 

Diana. Yes, it sells them like hot cakes. 

Grorrrey (furious). I daresay! And I suppose this one’s a 
scorcher—and with your name on it! (Walks up and down c.) 

Diana. Only my initials, dear. 

GEOFFREY (raging). I’ve a damned good mind to pitch it out 
of the window! (Goes towards window.) 

Diana (sweetly). Do, darling, if you think it will relieve your 

” B 
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feelings. And don’t mind swearing a little. I know it helps you 
on these occasions. 


(As she speaks Diana gets to R. end of settee, leaning over it. GEOFFREY 
turns to table L.c. and puts cigarette in ash-tray ; comung again to 
Diana at R. end of settee.) 


Guorrrey (trying to control himself). Look here, how would you 
like it if some woman—Joan, for instance—wrote a book like this 
and dedicated it to me ? 

Diana (shrugging). Joan doesn’t write books—and I don’t sup- 
pose she regards you as a puzzle. You're like Pears’ Soap, dear— 
transparent. 

GrorrRey (furious again). Am I, indeed? Thank you very 
much! (He walks angrily to fire BR.) 

Diana. Anyway, I shouldn’t lose my temper. 

Gzorrrey. I’m not losing my temper! (Shouting.) I am not 
losing my temper. ; 

Diana. Well, look at yourself in the glass. 

Gzorrrey (exploding). Oh, damn the infernal thing! ! 


(He hurls the book towards back u.U.8. just as PINKER eniers.) 


PINKER (L.U.E., dodging book). Well, I never 

GEOFFREY. Go away! 

Diana (quietly). What is it, Pinker? (Rises, comes c., turning 
to PINKER.) 

GEOFFREY. Go away! (From fireplace.) 

Pinker. Are there any orders for the chauffeur, ma’am ? 

Diana (rising). Yes, I want to see him about meeting Sir Henry’s 
train. 





(PINKER goes out door L.U.E. D1ana is about to follow, when GEOF- 
FREY, who has crossed quickly, in front to L. and gone round L. end 
of settee, picks up the book and stops her with an appealing gesture.) 


Grorrrey. Di, do forgive me! I feel absolutely rotten about 
the whole thing. 

Diana (turning to B.c.). It’s all right, darling. 

GEOFFREY (remorsefully—coming ¢.). But it’s not all right! 
It’s all wrong! I’ve upset you—and made an ass of myself before 
Pinker—and one of these days I shall really lose my temper, I know 
I shall! Oh Lord, why was I born with a temperament? Gives 
her book. Crosses R.) 

Diana (turning to table u.c.). Too much iron in the blood, darling. 
But, never mind—you’re much better than you used to be. (Puts 
book down on table, then crosses to GEOFFREY R.) Why, you haven’t 
_ smashed a vase for months! 


‘ apres (down B.c., turning to Diana—comforted). No, I haven’t, 
ave s 
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Diana (on GEOFFREY’S L.). Besides, it was my fault this time. 
I oughtn’t to have let Harvey do this without asking you—I see 
that now. But I never dreamt—— 

GzoFFREY. No, of course you didn’t. I’m sorry if I was a bit 
irritable. 

Diana. Toritable!... Well, that was my fault too. But I 
felt pretty mad myself 

GEOFFREY (surprised). You 

Diana. Yes, I don’t show it. But when I’m fearfully calm, 
Geoff, and say catty things in a sweet voice—it means the same as 
when you swear and break things. 

Greorrrey. Still, I don’t see why you 

Diana (interrupting). Don’t you? Ishould have thought it was 
obvious. (Very seriously, putting hand on his shoulder.) Listen, 
dear! You know Harvey’s nothing to me. He’s just a pal—like 
Joan is to you. (Looks searchingly into his eyes.) You know that, 
Geoff ? 

GEOFFREY. Of course. 

Diana. And you trust me—as I trust you with her ? 

GrmoFFREY. Naturally. 

Diana. Well, Uncle Henry doesn’t—and you reminded me of 
him just now. That’s why I was angry. (Breaks away from 
GEOFFREY a little towards C.) 

GEOFFREY. I see. 

Diana. Not that he says much—he’s too clever. But he’s in- 
fectious, darling—full of mental microbes ! 

GEOFFREY (puzzled). Mental microbes ? 

Diana. Yes, doubts—suspicions—horrid little Divorce Court 
germs! ... (Goes to GrorrREy.) Oh, mind you don’t catch 
them, Geoff ! 

GuorEREY. My dear girl, isn’t all this rather morbid ? 

Diana. Perhaps..... But I can feel them in the air... 
and haven’t you noticed his uneasy eyes ? 

Gzorrrey (bewildered). Who’s—Uncle’s ? 

Diana. Yes, and his beastly professional manner! Oh, you 
don’t know the hateful things he thinks of us! It makes my blood 
boil sometimes! (Crosses L. to R. end of settee.) 

Grorrrey. I say—steady, Di! (A step towards her.) 

Diana. Well, I loathe all that. (Lurns to Georrrey as she 
leans on R. end of settee.) Good gracious, when married people 
don’t trust each other—how on earth can they go on living together ? 

. I couldn’t—not for a day! (Goes to GrorrREy.) Could you, 
Geoff ? 

Georrrey. Oh, if you mean misconduct—of course not. 

Diana. I mean anything of the kind—anything!... Why, 
fancy kissing your husband—and not knowing if he’s just kissed 
another woman ! 
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(Pause. Guorrrey looking guilty.) 


Ugh! Like drinking out of the same glass... . I couldn’t stick 
it, Geoff. (Kisses him.) 

GEOFFREY (as they ave standing together). What would you do— 
leave me ? 

Diana. Like a shot, darling—wouldn’t you? No, you’d smash 
all the furniture first ! 

GrorrRrey (grimly). Well, I daresay I should lose my temper 

Diana (teasingly). Really lose it ? 

GuorFrREY (taking her roughly by the shoulders). Yes, and Pm not 
sure I shouldn’t smash you ! 

Diana (shuddering). Oh, Geofi, you gave me such a delicious 
thrill up the spine ! 

Grorrrey. Did IJ, darling? Bless you! 





(They embrace.) 


(Mrs. DELISSE appears at window c. She is a dainty, charming, 
grey-hatred lady, with a youthful complexion, excellent health, and a 
sense of humour.) 


Mrs. DELISSE (tn window c.). Now, you love-birds, what about 
Henry’s train ? : 


(Diana crosses L. to front of settee. Mrs. DeLisse comes down to C.) 
GEOFFREY. Good Lord! We've forgotten it! 
(Rushes out ¢. to L.) 


Diana (by settee—calling after him). Hurry, darling. Never mind 
the speed-limit.... Well, Helen! 

Mrs. Deuisse. Well, dear. So you’ve had a tiff with your 
husband. 

Diana (astonished). How did you know? Oh, I suppose you 
heard Geoff shouting. 

Mrs. DELISSE (as she sits, chair R.c.). No, I didn’t. But when 
people have been married three years, they don’t usually kiss like 
a honeymoon couple at eleven-thirty in the morning unless they’ve 
had a few words beforehand. 

Diana. Helen, you’re too clever. 

Mrs. Dewisse. And yet I’m still a widow! 

Diana. Why don’t you marry Uncle Henry? (Sits on settee.) 

Mrs. Detisse. I want to get Joan off my hands first. They’d 
never hit it off. 

Diana. Still, I bet you could make him propose in five minutes, 
if you wanted to. 

Mrs. Detisse. Yes, and the poor dear doesn’t realize it—he’d 
run away if he did, 

(Both laugh.) 
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But why this vindictive spirit? I’ve noticed Di, that whenever 
you urge me to marry Henry, it means you're feeling particularly 
furious with him. 

Diana (crosses behind Mrs. Detissn’s chair and picks up newspaper 
from chair R.). Well, Iam. Look! This is what I have to put 
up with. (Coming to Mrs. Deissn’s R. hand.) 

Mrs. DELissE (glancing at article). Yes, it must be rather trying. 
(Brightly.) I know—we’ll teach him golf! (Hands paper to Diana, 
who puts it on arm of chair B.). 

Diana. Golf ? 

Mrs. Deutsse. Yes, it’s the only cure for cranks. When men 
go mad on golf, Di, it makes them sane about everything else. You 
never heard of a golfer being shut up in an asylum. 

Diana. No, but some of them ought to be. 

Mrs. Dretissz. You see, when Henry was young, large families 
were the rule—and divorces the exception—now it’s almost the other 
way round. 

Diana. I daresay, but—— 

Mrs. Detissz. All these years, Di, he’s been working in his 
stuffy Divorce Court, and never had a hobby to take his mind off it 
—not even a wife. Well, we must give him one 

Diana. A wife ? 

Mrs. Duitssr. No, a hobby. Something to fill his life and 
enlarge his , 

Diana. Vocabulary,eh? But he’d never take up golf at his age. 

Mrs. Dztisse. My dear, at his age men don’t take up golf—it 
takes. them up. 








(Str Henry is heard outside.) 


Sm Henry (off). A dozen, eh? Excellent! Excellent! 

Diana. Ah, here heis! (She goes to back of Mrs. DELIssE’s chair 
looking out of window to u. and returns to R. of chair.) Old Smith, 
the cabby, has got on his soft side. Old reprobate !—Uncle, darling, 
I am pleased to see you! (Advancing in front of Mrs. DELissx’s 
char to ©.) 


(Sir Henry Hesxeru, K.C., comes bustling in through o. window, 
hat in hand, followed by a dirty phlegmatic man, in a faded old 
coachman’s uniform—obviously the driver of the village fly. Sir 
Henry is a smart old gentleman—grey-haired and clean-shaven. 
He has a handsome old Roman-nosed face and keen sagacious eyes 
which peer out at you from under bushy black eyebrows. Though 
nearly sixty, he ts still vigorous and alert, masterful in manner and 
evidently accustomed to dominate everybody by sheer force of per- 
sonality. Altogether a formidable old Victorian, yet not without an 
impish spirit of mischief lurking in him somewhere. The Fuy 
Driver touches his hat to the ladies and remains sheepishly outside.) 
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22 THE UNFAIR SEX. [Act I. 


Sir Henry (entering from t.). My dear Diana. (Shakes D1ana’s 
hand and she then drops down R.) Hullo! Helen, youhere? (Shakes 
hands with Mrs. DrtissE, who is still in chair R.0.) Where’s Geoff ? 

Diana. Gone to meet you at the station. (By fireplace.) 

Srr Henry. Just missed me, eh? Train was a bit early—so I 
took the good old-fashioned fly. Er—may I give this fella a drink ? 

Diana. Of course, Uncle. Smith’s an old acquaintance of ours. 

Stir Henry (goes to table u.c. Places hat on bookcase). I say, 
Smith, you won’t want much soda with it, I know. 


(Diana and Mrs. DewissE exchange significant glances and the DRIVER 
shuffles his feet uncomfortably as Sir Henry mixes a whisky and 
soda.) 


Suir (touching hishat). Thank you, sir—your’ealth! (Swallows 
drink at one gulp.) 

Sir Henry (paying him two half-crowns). Good luck to you. 
(Takes glass from Smitru and puts it on table.) 

SmitH (huskily grateful). Five bob! You're a sportsman, sir. 
Good morning, sir! Good morning, ladies! (He touches his hat 
and hurries off t.) 


(Sir Henry at x. of window beams after him.) 


Sir Henry. Splendid fella! Tells me he has twelve children. 

Diana (dryly). Ah, did he mention that he’d been in gaol for 
neglecting them ? 

Sir Henry (disconcerted). God Bless my soul! (Coming c.) 

Mrs. Deuisse. It’s a fact, Henry ! 

Sir Henry (recovering himself). Proves what I’m always saying. - 
It’s the wrong people who have large families—and the right people 
who have none. Now see what happens in our class. Yesterday 
one hundred and fifty decrees nisi were made absolute—one hundred 
and fifty, mark you, in one day! And out of that number the 
percentage of childless delinquent wives 

Diana (wildly). Yes, yes, Uncle! We’ve seen the “ Daily Tele- 
graph.” Oh, can’t you give it a rest ? 

Sir Henry. My dear Di, I don’t often get an article in the 
“Telegraph ” and naturally I thought you’d be interested. How- 
ever, if the subject bores you (Puts his hands on the lapels of 
his coat.) 

Mrs. DELIssE (rising abruptly). Good gracious, Di, look at his 
hands ! 

Sir Henry (startled). Eh? What’s the matter with them ? 

Mrs. Dexisse (excitedly). They’re the hands of a born golfer! 

Diana (staring at them). Yes, so they are! 

Smr Henry. Rubbish! Ive never played golf in my life. 
pa DruissE. Well, it’s quite time you started! Get the clubs, 

i. : 
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(DIANA goes out R. door, stifling a giggle.) 


Sm Henry (scornfully u.c.). My dear Helen, I have something 
better to do than to walk about hitting a silly little white ball. 
From what I’ve seen of golf, it’s too much of a walk for a good 
game—and just enough game to spoil a good walk. 

Mrs. DetissE. But your hands, Henry: 1... (Advancing to 
him she takes both his hands and examines them admiringly.) Why, 
you could have made your fortune as a professional. 





(Harvey appears outside c. window from R. and grins at them unseen.) 


Sir Henry (delighted). Rubbish ! 
Mrs. Dexisse. Not a bit! Wait till I get you on the green! 
Sm Henry. I have no desire to make a fool of myself 





(Harvey comes in o. She drops Sir Henry’s hands and both look 
a little embarrassed. Then, Mrs. Drvisse turns to door R., and 
goes out. Harvey advances 0. and smacks Sir Henry on the back ; 
annoying the old gentleman intensely.) 


Harvey (u.c.). I say, old rep... 

Sir Henry (r.c.). Old rip? What the devil do you mean ? 

Harvey. Rep, dearie—short for reptile—term of endearment. 
(Turns up to table u.c.) 

Sm Henry (crossing R.). I consider that grossly offensive ! 

Harvey (helping himself to a drink). Well, tinketty-tonk, you 
know! Tinketty-most-frightfully-tonk ! 

Srr Henry (Goes fussily to settee and sits L. end). Oh, don’t be an 
ass, Fane. 

Harvey. Bit full of yourself, aren’t you? I’m a bit like that 
myself to-day—bucked all to pieces—must be the sea air—have a 
drink ? 4 

Str Henry. No, thanks. Phew, it’s hot in here! 

Harvey (comes down to R. end of settee, glass in hand). I say, I 
was in town on Thursday and I had a look-see at your Divorce 
shop. Ghastly place. There was a poor little lady in the witness- 
box and you were giving her hell about hairpins in the butler’s bed. 
Seemed rather silly ! 

Sir Henry. I daresay! When you get a bit older you'll find 
it’s the silliest things in human nature that cause the most trouble. 

Harvey. Is that your considered opinion ? 

Sm Henry. I never give a considered opinion on a week-end— 

that’s what week-ends are for. 
' Harvey. Fancy your considered opinion being worth a hundred _ 
guineas! Makes one think, doesn’t it? (Finishes his drink.) 

Sir Henry. It makes me think, my lad—and that’s why it’s 
worth it! 
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Harvey. Do you really think it is worth it? (Goes to R. of 
table L.c. to put away glass—but holds it, listening to Sir HENRY.) 

Sir Henry (curtly). No, but other people do. And that’s the 
essence of all business. You're half-baked, my lad—like a lot of 
other modern young scribblers. Pull yourself together. You're not 
house-trained ! 


(Harvey bangs glass on table.) 


You’re a puppy, but you’re past rolling about on your back. Try 
and grow up! 

Harvey. Confound it! Do you realize that I am the author of 
“ Perplexities ’ 2 (Coming to c.) 

Sir Henry. I do—lI’ve read it—the work is an indication of 
the character, sir. Your book is the most disgraceful and unprin- 
cipled tosh I have ever read. I repeat—you’re not house-trained. 


(Re-enter Diana followed by Heten with’ golf clubs R.) 
(Sir Henry rises.) 


Diana (8.¢.). What’s the matter, Uncle? (Zo Harvey reproach- 
Jully.) Harvey ! 

Mrs. DELIssE (crossing in front of Diana—and busiling Harvey 
out of her way—so that he is between herself and Diana). Well, never 
mind. Nobody minds Harvey. (Turns back to Diana R. and takes 
mashie from bag and offers it to Sin Hmnry.) Now, this is called a 
mashie, Henry. Just catch hold of it, so. (Advances to Str Henry, 
L.) 


(Str Henry takes the club very gingerly and awkwardly.) 


There, what did I tell you, Di? He’s got a natural interlocking 
grip ! 
(Harvey laughs.) 


Sir Henry. And what may be the value of an interlocking grip ? 

Diana (extreme R.). The value? Why, it’s a gift from Heaven, 
Uncle! Some men would give their souls for it. 

Mrs. Detisse. Rather! You see, it stops you from slicing. 
Sir Henry (blinking doubifully). But I have no temptation to 
slice. 

Mrs. Detisse. You will have! 


(GEOFFREY comes in with Joan at back from R.) 
Grorrrey. Hullo, Uncle! Sorry I missed you. 


(Mrs. Drtisse gets to back of settee. GRrOFFREY comes down co. SIR 
Henry advances a little to meet him and Joan comes down on Str 
Henry’s i. hand, the three standing down c, D1Ana is over R., 
with Harvey on her u, hand.) 


a 
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Sir Henry. That’s all right, my boy. How are you? 
GEOFFREY. Fairly fit—thanks. 


(They shake hands.) 


Sir Henry (kissing Joan). Ah, Joan, my dear, you look prettier 
than ever. (Gazing at her sentimentally.) She’s the image of you, 
Helen, twenty years ago. 

Mrs. DeissE. I was much better-looking than Joan. 

Grorrrey. I say, Uncle, you’re not taking up golf at last ? 

Sir Henry. Certainly not. (Tries to pass the club to Mrs. 
DeissE. JOAN gets 1.) 

D1ana (persuasively). Oh, yes, you are, Uncle. 

Sm Henry. Pardon me, Di 

Mrs. DE.issE (quickly). He’s merely going to hit the ball once— 
just to satisfy himself that he could play, if he wished. 

Sir Henry. Or that I needn’t if I don’t want to. 

Harvey (earnestly io SiR Henry—dropping down and speaking 
across GEOFFREY). Oh, you poor devil! I’m sorry for you—I am 
—treally ! 

Smr Henry. Indeed, why ? 

Harvry. Because you'll hit the ball once—and it'll be the 
greatest shot ever played with a mashie. Then you'll spend the 
rest of your life trying to do it again. 

Sir Henry. What do you take me for? A weak-minded fool ? 
(Turns to Mrs. DE.issz.) 

Harvey. Well, since you ask me, Sir Henry—— (Up a litile 
to R. side of chair B.C.) 

Grorrrey (fo Harvey). Shut up! (Going in front of HarvEey— 

takes golf-bag from Diana, and club from Sir Henry, putting it in 
bag.) Come on—I’ll come and caddie for you. 





(Goes up 0. to window, slipping his arm through Str Hunry’s as he 
goes. Mrs. Dexisse takes Sir Hewry’s other arm and they bustle 
Sir Henry off through c. window. Harvey 1s about to follow up 
R.c. when D1ana signs to him to stay. Joan, who has gone up u. 
of settee, lingers at the window.) 


Joan. Aren’t you coming, Di? 
Diana (picking up paper from chair R. folds it). Presently. 
I want a word with Harvey first. 


(JOAN goes out C. to R. with her chin in the air, D1ana crosses front 
of chair R.c. to table L.c., puts paper down and takes up book.) 


(Fingering book.) Harvey, it’s ever so good of you... . But don’t 
do it again, please. 

Harvey (R.¢.). What ? 

Diana (1.¢.—holding book up). This. (Gives book to Harvey. 
They meet.) 
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Harvey (slightly piqued). Oh, that—I’d almost forgotten—— 

Diana (hurt). Forgotten you'd dedicated it to me ? 

Harvey. Well, it’s only a sort of sk pac you know. 

Diana. Advertisement ? 

Harvey. Yes—to flatter the great F. P. 

Diana (puzzled). Who ? 

Harvey. The great Female Public. ... You see, women love 
to be thought mysterious and incomprehensible—it’s one of their 
little weaknesses. ... So I knew they'd be pleased if I dedicated 
the book to a woman—and called her “‘ the greatest puzzle of all!” 


(Throws book on chatr R. and turns to fireplace.) 


Diana (furious). Oh-h!... And I thought it was such a 
compliment! (Goes L. to front of settee and sits.) 

Harvey (grinning). It was—but I wanted you to admit it! 

Diana (exasperated). Harvey, I wish you’d drop this pose of 
impossible cleverness ! 

Harvey. I beg your pardon, Di? 

Diana. No man could be as clever as you pretend to be—and 
it makes you seem so insufferably conceited ! 

Harvey (gravely). Forgive me! I was educated at Eton. 


(HARVEY comes and stands R. end of settee.) 


Diana. You're a mere boy—and you always talk of women as 
if they could never understand you! 

Harvey (quietly, in a changed tone). I don’t know about women 
—but you don’t understand me, Di! 

Diana. Nonsense! I can read you like a book. 

Harvey. Really? ... (Turnsawayasteptoc.) Well, suppose 
I told you I was in love 

Diana (startled and delighted). Harvey! Who is she? (Rising 
and coming ©. to Harvey, who turns to her as he speaks.) 

Harvey (irvwmphantly). There! You didn’t know! You’d 
never noticed 

Drana (excitedly). Of course not!... It isn’t Joan, is it ? 

Harvey. No. 

Diana. Who, then ? 

Harvey. Can’t you guess-? 

Diana. Not that dreadful Higgins girl ? 

Harvey (shocked). Good Lord, Di! (He turns to the fireplace.) 

Diana (leaning on back of chair B.c.). Well, I can’t think of 
anyone else. ... Do tell me, Harvey. 

Harvey. Not for worlds! 

Diana (puzzled). But why not ? 

Harvey (with his back to her), 1f you really understood me, you 
wouldn’t have to ask. 

Diana. Don’t be a pig, Harvey! What’s her name ? 
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I don’t believe she exists. 

Harvey. Yes, she does—I’ve’ been loupy about her for months. 

Diana. Loupy? What a horrible word! ... (Turns from 
chair a little tou.) Is she pretty? (Facing him again as she asks 
the question.) ; 

Harvey. Simply fizzing! 

Diana. You’d think so, of course! ... I don’t suppose she 
is really. 

Harvey. Oh, yes, she is. 

Diana. Does she—care for you ? 

Harvey. I say, this isn’t a viva voce! (Coming to R.C.) 

Diana (approaching him and touching his arm appealingly). You 
might tell me, though. ... We’re pals, Harvey. ... Does she— 
care ? 

Harvey. Well, the fact is, she’s—married. 

Diana. Married? (Drawing back a little and then going to and 
sitting on settee.) Oh, you poor boy! Harvey, I’m awfully sorry. 

Harvey. Needn’t be. I’m not off my oats, you know. (Sits 
chair B.C.) 

Diana. Won't you tell me her name ? 

Harvey. I can’t, Di—really I can’t! 

Diana. Do I know her, then ? 

Harvey. Certainly. 

Diana. Well, how’s she dressed—and what’s her husband like 2 

Harvey. Oh, the usual kind of clothes—and—er—the usual kind 
of husband. ... Look here, I can’t answer any more questions. 

Diana (rising and crossing to hum, standing on his u. of his chair). 
Harvey, you must tell me! Don’t think I’m inquisitive. But it’s 
such rotten luck for you—and I should like to feel I could help you 
a bit.... I can’t help you if I don’t know who she is—can I ? 
Won’t you trust me ? 


(Harvey rises and takes Diana’s right arm.) 


Harvey. Come here, then—over here. (Turns her in front of 
him, guiding her towards the mirror over the fireplace. Diana, wonder- 
ing, but still without suspicion of the truth, turns as he directs her. 
Then, suddenly, almost roughly, he pushes her in front of him and 
makes her face the glass.) Well—isn’t she a topper? (He crosses 
front to L.) 

Diana (turning on him furiously). Tarvey |! 


(Diana is genuinely shocked. For, until this moment, she has believed 
her friendship with Harvey to be perfectly innocent and harmless on 
both sides. -Harvey instinctively falls back on his usual affected 
manner.) 
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Harvey (mincingly). Oh, I say, don’t be so hectic ! 

Diana. How could you ? 

Harvey. No, I couldn’t. 

Diana. I—I never dreamed—— 

Harvey (emphasizing. his slangy sdion manner). No—no—my 
mistake! Bad act—wash it out! Frightfully dippy—what ? 
(Goes round L. end of settee up to table u.c. and helps himself to whisky.) 


(Turning her back on him, she picks up the A BC time-table from writing 
table and studies it in silence for a few moments.) 


Diana (quietly). Could you conveniently have a wire from your 
people ? 

Harvey. Why, old thing ? 

Diana. There’s a perfectly good train at three-seven. 

Harvey. Di!—you don’t mean that? (Coming to C.) 

Diana. No, it’s Sundays only—wait a minute. ... You could 
catch the four-twenty nicely. (Down to fire-place.) 

Harvey (sulkily). I dare say—but I’m not going to. 

Diana. I think you are, Harvey. 

Harvey (indignantly). But why ? Have I ever said a word to 
you—or done anything you couldn’t have told your husband ? 

Diana. Not till to-day. 

Harvey. Well, you needn’t tell him that. 

Diana (quickly). Idon’tintend to. (Putting A BC on mantelshelf.) 

Harvey. Then there’s no need to make a fuss, is there ? 

Diana (irritated). I’m not making a fuss! But you must see for 
yourself that you can’t go on staying here as if nothing had happened. 
(Crossing Harvey to front of settee.) 

Harvey. Nothing has happened. 


(Brief pause: both very agitated.) 


Diana (in a low voice, her back to him). Harvey, you know I 
hate doing it... . Ishall miss you terribly. ... You know that, 
don’t you ? 

Harvey. Then why do it ? 

Diana. Because I must! It’s the only possible way... . Oh, 
don’t you understand? (Turns to him.) 

Harvey (eagerly). Di ! 

Diana. No, no! (Cringing from him slightly.) You’ve been a 
dear—always! Don’t spoil it, Harvey ! 








Diana. I won’t listen—that’s why I’m sending you away! 
(Pause.) 


Harvey (quietly). All right. Good-bye, then. (He returns up 
to window ©.) 
Diana. Harvey! But you're staying to lunch—— ? 
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Harvey. What’s the good ? 
oes But what will the others think? How shall I ex- 
plain—— ? 
Harvey (goes to table .c.). Oh, tell them I got squiffy—so you 
hoofed me out. (Mixing a strong drink.) Won't Uncle Henry be 
chuffed, eh? (Holding up glass.) Well, tinketty-tonk! (Drinks.) 
DIANA (going wp L. end of settee to above table). Harvey, you’ve 
got to take this like a man. (Her hand on his left arm.) You're 
not to make it an excuse for—drinking. 
Harvey. Never need an excuse for that, Di. (Goes R.c. with his 
whisky.) 
Diana (following him). It’s sucha pity... . Do you know why 
I first made pals with you ? 
Harvey (grinning). Because of my beautiful eyes. 
Diana. Because you seemed a nice boy, really—but weak as 
water; and too fond of spirits. 
Harvey (c.). Well, spirits and water mix, don’t they? (About 
to drink again.) 
Diana. I thought, if you had a woman friend—— 


(Harvey, who has paused from drinking, puts the glass to his mouth 
again. Dtana touches his arm and stops him.) 


Someone who’d have a good influence. (Business repeated.) Oh, I 
wish you’d drop it, Harvey! (Again he attempts to drink and again 
she stops him.) Will you—for my sake ? 

Harvey. All right—on one condition. 

Diana. Yes ? 

Harvey. That you let me kiss you. 


(Diana moves away a little to 1.) 
Once, Di! (Goes to her.) 
(Pause : she shakes her head.) 


(He turns away toc.) No’? Well, I didn’t think you would, but— 
it would have helped a lot—afterwards. . . . Never mind, I'll do 
what you want—just the same—I’ll chuck this. (He goes up to 
table L.c., puts his glass down and returns to R.c. There vs a pause.) 

Diana. Harvey! Oh, don’t look so miserable! Would it help 
—very much ? 

Harvey. Rather! 

Diana. Then I will. (Lifts her cheek.) You may, Harvey—— 


(In a shy, nervous, boyish way, he takes her in his arms and kisses her.) 


(At the same moment, Str Henry appears at back, and stands transfimed 
with astonishment.) 


Sir Henry. What's this ? 
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(Harvey and Diana part. Harvey goes R.u., DIANA L.H.) 


What does this mean? Answer me, you little blackguard ! 

Harvey. I say, don’t bawl at me like that. I’m not deaf! 

Sir Henry (c). Taugh! I’ve only ‘one thing to say to you, 
sir. If my nephew doesn’t kick you out of the house—I 
will. 

Harvey. You couldn’t, old bean. 

Diana. Now, gentlemen, please! Sit down, Harvey, and be 
quiet. 


(HarvEY sits on arm of chair R.) 


Let me explain. 

Sir Henry. Explain !! 

Diana. Well, it does need a little explaining, doesn’t it ? 

Sir Henry. Not at all. It’s only what I expected. 

Diana. Ah, see “Daily Telegraph.” Is that why you came 
back ? 

Sir Henry. Precisely. 

Diana. Eavesdropping. Oh, Uncle, Uncle ! 

Harvey (rises). You heard the witness’s answer, my lord ? 
Now, Sir Henry, I put it to you! On your oath, sir—Do you 
consider yourself a gentleman ? 

Sir Henry. What, sir, what ! 

Harvey. Why, sneaking back here to spy on us. You ought to 
have been a policeman in Hyde Park. 

“Diana. After all, you’ve been eavesdropping. Aren’t you 
ashamed ? 

Sir Henry (almost speechless). Well, upon my word I... 
Aren’t you ashamed ? 

Diana. Not a bit—why should I be?... Oh, I forgot; I 
haven’t explained yet. How silly of me. Do keep calm, Uncle, 
and I'll tell you all about it. You see, it was like this... . 

HARVEY (interrupting). Allow me, Di. (Blandly to Sir Henry.) 
It was my fault really, I—— 

Diana. Harvey, if you don’t be quiet, I shall make you catch 
that train. 

Harvey. Oh, all right. I don’t want to miss the fun. 

Sir Henry (boiling over). Fun? You call it fun—to filch kisses 
from your friend’s wife? You creep into his house and under the 
cloak of his hospitality you-— 

Diana (interrupting). Uncle, Uncle ! 

Harvey. You're not in the Divorce Court now, you know ! 

Sir Henry. By Gad, if I were I’d show you up for what you are ; 
a cad, a bounder, and a hypocrite. 


(Harvey flops into chair R., sitting on the field-glasses. He 4 jumps up, 
jinds them, ‘and flops again.) 
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DranA. I won’t have you insulting my guests! Why can’t you 
behave yourself? (Advances to Sir Henry.) 

Sir Henry. Good heavens! Anyone would think J was the culprit ! 

Diana. Well, so you are! ... Coming down here with your 
nasty suspicions, and your absurd Divorce Court heroics! I’ve tried 
to explain, but you won’t listen. You just shout and bully and lose 
your temper, like a spoilt child! It’s so silly and undignified—and 
so frightfully unfair! (She crosses to L.) 

Sir Henry (c.). Unfair, is it? We'll see what your husband 
thinks. (He turns up to window.) 

Diana (L.—distressed ; turning to face him but keeping her position). 

Uncle !—you’re not going to tell him ? 

Smr Henry. Certainly Iam. (Turning at window.) 

Diana. Before you know the facts? (Looks at Harvey.) 

Sir Henry. I do know the facts. The fiction you can tell your 
husband yourself. 

Diana. You know—enough to make him jealous and angry— 
if that’s what you want. 

Sir Henry. I want to open his eyes, my girl! 

Harvey. But, I say, do you call this cricket? (Rises.) 

Stir Henry (coming down c.). Cricket, sir? Yes, if you like to 
use an absurd phrase, Ido! All I’m insisting on is that married 
couples should stick to the rules of the game. 

Diana. How do you know the rules of the game ? You've never 
played it. 

Sir Henry. Perhaps not—but I’ve umpired for thirty years. 

Diana. There was no harm really—and if I told Geoff in my own 
way, I think he’d understand. 

Sir Henry. Understand? What is there to understand when 
a married woman thinks there’s no harm in a man kissing her—well, 
it’s time her husband looked after her. 

D1ana (going to Str Henry and blazing out at him). How dare 
you, Uncle! 

Harvey (frantically). Can’t I hit the old blighter ? 

D1ana (fo Siz Henry). You’ve no right to say such things... . 
Oh, men are unfair to women. (Cross L.) 

Sir Henry. My dear Diana 

Diana (hysterically). I warn you, Uncle Henry! If you tell 
Geoff I shall never explain to him—never. (Goes up u. end of 
settee. 

ee I must tell him—it’s my duty ! 

Diana. Very well then, tell him, tell him! 








(Diana rushes out opening L.) 


Harvey (crossing to opening t.). Yes, tell him and be damned ! 
(He follows D1Ana out.) 
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(Sir Henry crossing to and sitting on chair R. GEOFFREY enters 
from. c. carrying a golf-club with Mrs, Deuissz.) 


GEOFFREY (L.C.). Here’s your club, Uncle. 

Siz Henry. I don’t want the beastly thing. 

Mrs. DELIssE (R.C.—to.GEOFFREY). Those people standing round 
made him nervous. 

GEOFFREY (grinning). He ought to be accustomed to an audience ! 


(GEOFFREY pours barley-water in glass at table u.c.) 


Mrs. Detisse (fo Sin Henry—coming down and standing in front 
of chair R.0.). Why did you walk off—muttering to yourseli— 
without a word of apology ? 

Sir Henry (sulkily). Wasn’t going to make a fool of myself in 
front of all those people. 

GEOFFREY (coming to Mrs. DrLisse with a glass of barley-water). 
That interlocking grip would have impressed ’em. Barley-water ? 

Mrs. Detisse. Yes, please. (Sits on chair R.c., taking glass.) 


(She talks to Str Henry—obviously about golf—while GrorrrEy 
hands her the barley-water.) 


GrEoFrReEY. Excuse me, I must help Joan find those tennis-balls 
in the bushes. (Goes to window C.) 

Sir Henry (rising and passing up behind his chair). Er—Geoff, 
I want a word with you presently. 

GroFFREY, All right, I shan’t be long. (He goes out by window 
to RB. calling: ‘‘ Joan—Joan !”’) 

Sir Henry (who has got to L. of window). Helen, when you and 
I quarrelled—twenty years ago—you told me, amongst other things, 
that I didn’t understand women. (He comes down to L. of HELEN’s 
chair.) 

Mrs. Deuisse., You certainly didn’t—then. 

Sir Henry (gallantly). No, or Ishouldn’t have missed my chance 
of happiness with you ! 

Mrs. DetissE. That’sratherniceofyou.... (GivesSir Henry 
glass.) Do you understand women now ? 

Siz Henry (crosses to table L.c. puts glass on table). I’m not sure, 
but I was going to ask you... 

Mrs. DELIssE (eagerly). Yes ? 

Sir Henry (hesitating). It’s rather a delicate question, but... 

Mrs. Detisse. Henry! You're not proposing again 2 

Siz Henry. Good Lord, no! I was only going to ask your 





advice (He turns to L.C.) 
Mrs. Dexisse. Oh... on what subject ? 
Sir Henry. Diana. ... I found her just now in Fane’s arms ! 


Mrs. De.isse (horrified). Henry!!! 
Sir Henry. And he was kissing her—the little blighter ! 
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Mrs. Dewissz. Good gracious! ... But how providential ! 

Sir Henry. Providential ? 

Mrs. Deuisse. That you saw them—and not Geoff ! 

Sm Henry. Still, I shall have to tell him—of course, I shall! 

Mrs. DeissE. Why? It can’t be very serious. Di’s not that 

type. 
_ Sim Henry (cynically). Isn’t she ? . You don’t know the modern 
young wife! No babies—men-friends by the score—nothing to 
think of but frivolity and amusement. This gives me a chance to 
give them a lesson. I’m going to save them, if I can. 

Mrs. De.issE. But aren’t you a little prejudiced in these affairs ? 

Sir Henry (c.—hotly). I am not prejudiced! ... I beg your 
pardon, Helen, but if there is one thing on which I pride myself, 
it is the capacity to judge these things with an impartial mind. 

Mrs. Deuisse. Impartial? After twenty years in the Divorce 
Court ? 

Sir Henry. The best school of human nature. 

Mrs. DexissE. The worst! ... You see only the rotters 
there—— 

Sir Henry. Who all started in precisely this way ! 

Mrs. Detisse. Well, I can’t believe Di has. She’s much too 
fond of her husband. 

Str Henry. But I saw her, I tell you—in this very room. 

Mrs. Detisse. It’s a good thing you did. Was she very fright- 
ened ? 

Sir Henry. Frightened? Her levity was deplorable. 

Mrs. DetissE (relieved). Ah, that shows it wasn’t serious. 

Sir Henry. Nothing of the kind! She soon changed her tone 
when she knew I should tell her husband. 

Mrs. Dewissz (anxiously—rising).. But you won’t, Henry. 
(Touching Sir HeNRyY’s arm—in a pleading manner.) 

Sir Henry. I must. 

Mrs. DetisseE. But you mustn’t! Oh, don’t you see what harm 
it would do? Geoff wouldn’t understand—he’s like you... so 
pig-headed. (Turning R. a little.) 

Sir Henry. Pig-headed ? 

Mrs. Detisse. I mean—uncompromising. He’d make an awful 
scene—and Di would freeze up—and Heaven knows what might 
happen! (She walks about in an agitated manner—turns from RB. 
up stage, behind chairs to window.) 

Sir Henry. I can’t help that—he must be told. (Crosses R. as 
he speaks.) 

Mrs. DELISsE (coming down c.). Oh, I’ve no patience with you ! 

All you need do is to send Harvey away—then Di will have 
had a lesson, and no one will be the worse. 

Sir Henry. Really, my dear Helen, you women have no sense 
of morality. 

0 
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(Mrs. DeLisse moves towards door L.) 


Mrs. Dewissz. Well, who invented morality? We didn’t! 
(She exits quickly ; door L.) 


(Siz Henry fumes for a second or two., then leans with his arms on 
back of chair R. GEOFFREY comes im at back.) 


Grorrrey (down c.—cheerfully). Hullo—still here? (Sees hos 
face.) What’s the matter? Anything—wrong ? 

Sir Henry (z.¢.). I’m afraid there is. ... Something rather 
serious! (Straightens himself.) 

GEOFFREY (alarmed). Uncle ? 

Sir Henry (breaking it gently). Something I saw just now—— 


(GEOFFREY starts guiltily.) 


—which I was not intended to see. 

GroFrFREY (collapsing—pause). Oh, Lord! I might have known 
you'd spot us. (Crosses to fireplace.) 

Sir Henry (startled). Ergh ? 

Greorrrey. Justmyluck!... Whatafooll’ve been. (Leans 
on mantelshelf.) 

Sir Henry. Yes—a bigger fool than you realize. 

GrorrrEy. Where did you see us—(pause)—from the window ? 
When we were hunting for tennis-balls in the bushes ? 

Sir Henry. When you—that’s so. When you were pretending 
to hunt for tennis-balls in the bushes. 

GEOFFREY (distractedly crossing to, and sitting on, settee). Well, I 
don’t think it was very decent of you, Uncle, to stand there—spying 
on us! 

Sir Henry. Decent? You have the cheek to lecture me on 
decency after your behaviour in the bushes ! 

Grorrrey. Hang it, I only kissed her! You don’t mean to 
say you’ve never kissed a girl! 

Sir Henry (c.). I’m not married—that makes all the difference. 
Besides, we’re not discussing my conduct. The question is, what 
the devil do you mean by kissing girls behind bushes? (Gets to R. 
end of settee.) 

GEOFFREY. Girls? ... You don’t suppose there’s more than 
one, do you ? 

Sir Henry. At the present moment, I’m prepared to believe 
anything of anybody. 

GEOFFREY. Well, I know it looks bad, but it isn’t really. You 
see, Joan—(he breaks off lamely)—and I—er—— 

Sir Henry. Yes ? 

GEOFFREY (rising). Look here, Uncle—I wish I could be perfectly 
frank with you——. (Goes towards Sir Henry.) 

Sm Henry. So do I 
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Gxorrrey. But the circumstances are so peculiar... . 

Sir Henry. Very peculiar. (Turns a little to R.c.) 
alae And all I can say is, there’s no harm init. (Lollow- 
ing. 

Sir Henry. No harm? (Lurns round quickly.) 

GEOFFREY. No—because we neither of us meant it.... We 
were only pretending. , 

Sir Henry (sceptically). H’m! It didn’t look. much like 
pretence. 

GEOFFREY (apologetically). She’s so awfully pretty—and I knew 
her as a kid. 

Sir Henry (c.). That’s no excuse. 

GBHOFFREY (getting a little u.). No—and of course it must be 
stopped—lI realize that. (Sheepishly.) Er—you won’t tell Di, will 
you ? 

Sir Henry. Well—er... 

GEOFFREY (alarmed). Isay, Uncle, don’t—(goes up to Sin Henry) 
—there’s a good chap. It would upset her terribly. She’s—she’s 
awfully down—on this sort of thing. 

Sir Henry. Oh! Is she! 

Grorrrey. Yes.... And if you told her what you saw this 
morning ... (He crosses in front to fireplace again.) 


(A wild notion seizes SiR Henry who has come to t.c. He gives a 
shrewd sidelong glance at GEOFFREY—-hesitates a moment, and then 
turns on him abruptly.) 


Sir Henry. As a matter of fact, I didn’t see anything. 


Georrrey. What!!! 
Sm Henry. But someone else did. (At u. of chair R.c.) 


GEOFFREY (anxiously). Who-o-o? ..... Her mother ? 
Sir Henry. No. 
GrorFREY. Who,,then?... (Goes to Sir Henry, standing 


front of chair RB.) Not Di? 

Sir Henry. Yes! 

GEOFFREY (faintly). Oh Lord! 

Sir Henry. And I’m afraid she’s taken it very badly. 

Grorrrey. Of course. I knew she would. 

Sir Henry. In fact, I’ve never seen a woman so frightfully cut 
up. 

eee Poor girl! Why didn’t you tell me before? I'll 
go to her at once. (Moving towards L.v.z.) 

Sir Henry. Useless. She won’t see you. 

GEOFFREY (turning). Won’t see me ? 
- §m Henry. She’s locked herself in! All she would say was 
“The brute! The brute! Keep him away, Uncle! Don’t let 
him come near me!” 
; GEOFFREY. Great Scot! (At R. end of settee.) 
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Sir Henry. She was almost in hysterics. (Suddenly.) Hark! 
(Listens.) Ssssh! (He creeps up to staircase, L.U.E., listens, looks up.) 

GrorrrEy (who has followed). What was it ? 

Sir Henry (coming back to u.c. above R. end of settee). Ssssh ! 
Di!... I thought I heard her—weeping. 

GEOFFREY (c.). Oh, don’t say that! 

Sir Henry. No, it must have been my imagination. 

Guorrrey. She’s never been like this before... . I can’t make 
it out. 

Str Henry. You’ve never treated her like this before. 

GEOFFREY (fo L. of chair, B.C.) No, but she might give me a 
chance to explain 

Sir Henry. She’s going to, this afternoon—perhaps. 

GrorrrEY. Did she promise that? (Comes c. to Sir HENRY.) 

Sir Henry. Provided you keep away till she sends for you. 

GEOFFREY. Keep away ? 

Str Henry. Away from the house. ... You can lunch at the 
hotel, you know. 

GEOFFREY (sulkily). Thank you! I don’t want to be poisoned. 

Sir Henry. My dear boy, what is a bad lunch compared to a 
blasted life ? 

GEOFFREY. But why can’t I stay? She needn’t see me—if she 
doesn’t want to. 

Sir Henry. She’s in a very abnormal state . . . if I were you, 
I should humour her. 

Georrrey. That’s all very well—but what’s her little game ? 

Sir Henry. I don’t know. . . she hinted at—divorce. 

GEOFFREY (pause). Divorce? Oh, rot! She’s joking. ... 

Sir Henry. I don’t think so. 

Grorrrey. She must be mad, then. 

Sir Henry. Why ? 

Grorrrry. She can’t divorce me! She’s no cause! 

Sir Henry. Oh, I wouldn’t say that... . (Turns to i. shaking 
his head.) 

GrorrREY. Wh-what ? 

Sir Henry (blandly). It would be difficult—but it could be done. 

GEOFFREY (staggered). It could—— ? 

Sir Henry. Certainly—with a little hard swearing ! . (Comes 
back c.) Take cruelty, now. Last summer you hit her with a 
tennis-racquet—— 

GEOFFREY. Accidentally ! 

Str Henry. How would you prove that? It’s only your word 
against hers. 

Grorrrry. Di’s a white woman! She wouldn’t tell a... 
(Turns RB.) 

Sir Henry (cynically). Wouldn’t she? You don’t know ’em, 
my boy! No woman’s white in that sense. Where their feelings 
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are concerned, they’llswear anything! I’ve watched them for years 
—hblue-eyed innocents in sables—lying like hell for their freedom ! 

GEOFFREY. Di wouldn’t! Iknowshe wouldn’t!... Besides, 
she’d have to prove desertion or something.... (He turns up 
stage in front of fire.) 

Sir Henry. Unfaithfulness—and that’s easy. 

Grorrrey. Hasy? When all I’ve done is to... (Coming 
down to RB.) 

Sir Henry (in a peculiar tone—leaning on chair R.¢.). That’s a 
clever-looking girl of yours—Pinker ! 

GEOFFREY. Well ? : 

Str Henry. Well, give me a smart solicitor’s clerk—with a 
bundle of bank-notes—and I wouldn’t give much for you, my boy, 
when Pinker’s in the witness-box. 


(A pause. GEOFFREY thoroughly scared—Sir Henry watching him 
narrowly.) 


GEOFFREY (crossing in front of Str Henry wp c.). It’s like a 
ghastly nightmare! ... (Turns to Sin Henry.) Di doesn’t mean 
it. Dm sure she doesn’t! (Looks towards L.U.n.) She’s trying to 
frighten me 

Sir Henry. Possibly ... anything is possible... in her 
present state of mind. 

GrorrrEY. What.do you advise, Uncle ? 

Sir Henry (strongly). Cut it, my boy—clear out and give her 
time to cool down. It’s your only chance—— 

Grorrrey. Allright. (He goes slowly and miserably towards the 
window C., but pauses half-way.) You'll phone me at the hotel if 
she 2 

Srrk Henry. Yes, yes—you can depend on me. 

GrorrrEy. Thanks, Uncle. (Takes a few steps, then hesitates 
again.) . 

Sir Henry (hustling him). Come, now! If she sees you here 











(DIANA enters L.U.E., very pale and tragic. GEOFFREY stands before 
her awkward and tongue-tied. He might be a guilty schoolboy—or 
he might equally well be an injured husband, crushed with doubt 
and suspicion. To Diana, naturally he appears in the latter 
aspect. Both of them are in a highly emotional state, and they must 
‘play this little scene with intense dramatic sincerity—else the whole 

— point of itis lost. Str Henry holds his breath, and watches them in 
silence.) 


(As Diana enters Sir HENRY goes R. GEOFFREY by L.c. of window.) 


GroFFREY (nervously). I beg your pardon.... I was just 
going... . 
Diana (in @ low voice). So Uncle has told you—— ? 
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Gzorrrey. Yes.... I should have gone before, but... 

Diana (proudly). Don’t let me detain you. 

Grorrrey (hoarsely). Di, it isn’t true! Say it isn’t true ? 

Diana (thinking he refers to HARVEY). « It is true ! 

GrorrrEY. You can’t be so—wicked ! 

Diana. Wicked! Just because I... Oh-h!—when a hus- 
band treats his wife as you’re treating me. . . 

GEOFFREY (angrily). Divorce is the only remedy, eh? Well, 
perhaps you're right! (He goes out quickly o. window.) 


(She stands looking after him, her hands clenched.) 


Diana. Divorce—I said I wouldn’t explain—I said I wouldn’t 
explain. 

Sir Henry. Ah, I was afraid of it. I’ve seen it approaching. 

Diana. Of course you have! Who began it ?—you did! 

Sir Henry. I Y 

Diana (taking up paper from table L.). Yes, you with your horrid 
suggestions—your abominable letters to the papers (Throws 
newspaper on table.) You're one of those nasty old bachelors who 
are afraid to marry but love to scandalize those who do—you haven't 
the pluck to be a sailor. You’re one of those mean wretches who 
stand by the gangway and jeer at the poor seasick devils who've 
shown more courage than yourself. 

Sir Henry. My dear Diana 

Diana. Don’t speak to me, Uncle. No—not a word. For 
thirty years you’ve browbeaten, questioned, suspected every wretched 
woman that stood before you until there isn’t a clean idea in your 
mind—or a scrap of decent feeling in you. Your heart is withered— 
your mind debased—and in short, Uncle—you are a beast. 














(Eatts u.v.E., leaving Sir Henry gasping. He collapses in chair R.0.) 


CURTAIN. 


ACT II 


Scenr.—The same. An hour or so later—after lunch. Mrs. DELissE 
discovered with Str Henry at c. window, R.c. Sir HENRY L.c., 
facing her, with his back to audience.) 


Mrs. Detisse. Well, of all the outrageous things! ... Do 
you really mean that Geoff thinks Di will divorce him ? 

; Sir Henry (turns). Certainly! And she thinks he’ll divorce 
er—— 

Mrs, Deuisse. But why? (They come down stage a little.) 

Sir Henry (vmpatiently). Ive just been telling you why! Don’t 
yousee? They both think they’ve been found out, though of course 
they haven’t—that is, not by each other! I mean, I’m the only 
person who’s found out—if you follow me ? 

Mrs. Deuisse. You? What have you been doing ? 

Sir Henry. Nothing : 

Mrs. DetissE. But you just said you were the only person who’s 
been found out! 

Sm Henry (excitedly). No, I didn’t—nothing of the kind! I 
said I’d found them out! But instead of telling ’em about each 
other, I’ve made each of ’em believe that it’s the other who’s found 
out, and who is going to divorce-—er—the other. ... Confound 
it! Don’t you understand ? 

Mrs. Detissr. For a barrister, Henry, you’re not very lucid. 
(Crossing Sir Henry; she sits on settee, L. end, up stage side facing R.) 

Sir Henry. Good heavens! (He comes R. end of settee and sits 
down stage side facing Mrs. DELISsE.) It’s perfectly simple! Now 
listen! I have a nephew named Geofi—and you have a daughter 
named Joan. 

Mrs. Detisse. My dear Henry, I’m quite capable of remember- 
ing their names ! 

Sir Henry. Will you please not interrupt ? 

Mrs. Dewissze. Well, can’t you explain without getting so ex- 
cited ? 

Sir Henry. I’m not excited—but you don’t attend! (Snatches 
up cushion in right hand.) Now, here is Geoff—and this is Joan ! 
(Snatches another cushion in left hand.) Very good! They kiss! 
(Jabs cushions angrily together.) 

Mrs. Detissr. Not as violently as that, I hope! 

Sir Heyry. Wait! (Puts cushions on his knees.) ... I tell 
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Geoff nothing of his wife’s conduct—I merely tell him that she knows 
of his conduct—though in fact she doesn’t! 

Mrs. DEtissE. Quite ! 

Sir Henry. Now, follow me very carefully! ... She, his wife, 
is in the same position—guilty herself, yet ignorant of her partner’s 
guilt! She believes he knows all—knows she was kissed this morn- 
ing by the young man, Harvey Fane !—and she believes, moreover, 
that he has left this house filled with the righteous wrath of a wronged 
husband! And yet, mark you!—in reality he knows nothing— 
suspects nothing! ... Is that perfectly clear ? 

Mrs. Druisse (yawning). I understood all that before. 

Sir Henry (furious). Then why on earth didn’t you say so ? 
(Bangs cushions on to middle of couch.) 

Mrs. Detisse. Because I object to being treated like a con- 
genital idiot! And I still don’t see, Henry, why you should tell ~ 
them all this nonsense about divorce—when you know perfectly 
well that there’s not the slightest ground for it. 

Sir Henry (chuckling). Ah, that’s just the joke——! (He 
rises and goes to C.) 

Mrs. DeuissE. Joke ? 

Sir Henry. Oh, you women have no sense of humour! 

Mrs. DewissE. Excuse me, you haven’t been overworking, have 
you? It’s the only explanation I can think of! 

Sir Henry. ’Taugh! 

Mrs. DetissE. Well, the whole thing’s so preposterous ! 

Sir Henry (returning and standing R. end of couch). Not at all! 

Come, do try to view it—impartially! Here are these young 
people—footling about, refusing to have babies 

Mrs. Deuisse. Oh, you talk as if they could order them from 
Harrod’s ! 

Smr Henry. They’re an ideal couple—no incompatibility, or 
anything of that sort.... Ifthey had a baby to occupy ’em—do 
you suppose they’d be gadding about, flirting ? 

Mrs. Deuisse. They haven’t flirted much—they’ve only just 
started. 

Sir Henry. That’s the very time to cure ’em! 

Mrs. DELIsse. Well, you’ve frightened them so—I should think 
they are cured. 

Sir Henry (strongly). No! But they will be—when they see 
what all this leads to! ... If half the fools who drift into divorce 
could realize that—they’d pull up in time! ... All this high- 
falutin’ nonsense about a grande passion—bah! Nine times out of 
ten it’s sheer, silly philandering—playing with fire! (Strolls over 
to and sits chair B.C.) That’s what I’m going to teach these young 
people—and if it doesn’t make ’em behave themselves in future— 
Pll eat my hat! 

Mrs, Detisse. It will probably make them worse. 
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Sir Henry. Rubbish ! 

Mrs. Detisse. My dear man, you're not in the House of Com- 
mons, you know. You can’t bamboozle people—and snap your 
fingers at the consequences ! 

Sir Henry. I’m bamboozing them for their own good! 

Mrs. Detissz. But do you realize what you are taking on ? 

Sir Henry. Yes, some thundering big lies—and I flatter myself 
I can tell them too! gt 

Mrs. Deuissz. Of course!... You're a barrister. 


(PINKER comes in L.U.E. and comes down ©.) 


Prvxer. Beg pardon, Sir Henry—the gentleman’s on the ’phone 
again. 

Sir Henry. What, that fella at the hotel? Tell him I’m 
engaged. 

Pinger. Yes, Sir Henry. (Goes out L.U.z.) 

Sir Henry. Geoff, you know! He’s inan awful state, phoning 
me every minute. 

Mrs. Detuisse. Serves him right. I’ve no sympathy with 
Geoff 

Sir Henry. Nor I with Joan. But of course these young girls 
should be chaperoned. 

Mrs. DetissE. Quite unnecessary—if these young married 
men behave themselves. 

Sir Henry. Do be consistent, Helen! You say it serves Geoff 
right, yet you entirely disapprove of my scheme. 

Mrs. Deuissz. Because it won’t work. 

Sm Henry. It will !—it will teach them a lesson! 

Mrs. Deuisse. Mind they don’t teach you a lesson! 

Sir Henry. Me—— ? ; 

Mrs. DexissE. Yes; I wouldn’t be in your shoes, Henry, when 
they find out how you’ve tricked them ! 

Sir Henry. Upon my word, Helen, I credited you with more 
common sense! (fretfully.) What harm can there be in a little— 
er—legitimate bluff? (Mrs. De.isse shakes her head.) They may 
possibly resent it at first—but they'll be grateful to me afterwards, 

Mrs. Detissz. We shall see. 

Stir Henry. Mind, I don’t want your help—I merely ask you to 
give me a free hand. 

Mrs. Deissz. Oh, I shan’t interfere—and it ought to be rather 
amusing. But you must leave me to deal with Joan, please. At 
present she is in a state of blissful ignorance. Well, there’s one good 
side to it: all this will make a bond of sympathy between her and 
young Harvey. They’ll be fellow-culprits and so forth—and with a 
little opposition from me... Yes, I think that will do it, Henry. 

Sir Henry (rises). But you surely wouldn’t marry your daughter 
to that young reprobate, : 
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Mrs. Detisse. Oh, reprobate, nonsense! He’s quite a nice boy, 
really. And eligibles are so scarce nowadays—one has to nobble 
them young. 

Sir Henry (at R. end of settee—earnestly). There’s only one thing 
you should consider—is he the best potential father of her babies ? 

Mrs. Detisse (rising quickly—goes to co. window). My dear 
Henry, when one meets a lunatic the best thing is to run away from 
him. 


(She runs off through oc. window to R., followed by Sir HENRY.) 


(PINKER enters door L.v.E. Looks round to make sure the room is 
empty. Takes out a pamphlet on film acting and proceeds to study 
ait aloud, earnestly.) 


PinkER (reading). ‘‘ How to be a Film Star in twelve lessons—- 
Lesson four.” (Puts manuscript on table L.) 


(Business of appealing attitudes—then a threatening attitude. Takes 
cushion from settee L., holding tt in her arms as if nursing a baby— 
then clenching her fists and extending her arms drops the cushion— 
etc., tll interrupted by Siz HEnRy.) 


(During Prnxnr’s business Sir Henry comes back from R., through 
c. window, and. watches her in astonishment.) 


Sir Henry (coming forward). What the devil are you making 
those faces for ? 

PINKER (coolly—putting cushion on settee and taking up manuscript). 
Er—there’s something in my eye. 

Sir Henry (sympathetically). Oh dear! Oh dear! 

PINKER (L.0., blinking rapidly). I was trying to work it out, Sir 
Henry. 

Sir Henry (going to her). H’m—perhaps I can 
her eyes.) Keep still now: 
if you blink like that ? 

Pinker. Excuse me, Sir Henry. It’s the other eye. 

Sir Henry. Why didn’t yousayso?... H’m!... I don’t 
see anything—— 

Pinxer. Thank you—it’s gone ‘now. 

Sir Henry (trvwmphantly). There! (Eyeing her good-humouredly.) 
By George, you have a pretty face, Pinker ! 

PiInKER (calmly). Yes, haven’t I? It’s a film-face, Sir Henry. 

Sir Henry (puzzled). Film-face ? 

Pinker. Well, they do say I’m like Pola Negri. 

Sir Henry (innocently). And who’s Pola Negri ? 

PINKER (giggling). Oh, get along! (Confidentially.) Fact is, 
Sir Henry, I’m going on the pictures meself ! 

Sir Henry (amused). Are you, eh ? 

Pinker (nodding). Soon as I’ve saved the fees! You see, what 





(Exanuning 
(PInKER blinks.) How can I see 
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with these amateurs and Lady Di Manners they won’t let you act 
for nothing nowadays. 

Sir Henry (shrewdly). Ah, so you’d like to earn some extra 
money, Pinker ? 

PINKER (eagerly). Wouldn’t I just! 

Sir Henry (standing very close to her, insinuatingly). But are 





you a discreet young woman, eh? ...° I mean, if you and I had 
a little secret between us, eh ? 
PINKER (indignantly). No, thanks! ... I’m not that sort of 
girl ! 





_ Sim Henry. “Taugh!... You misunderstand me—— 

Pinker. Well, what do you mean, Sir Henry ? 

Sir Henry. Listen! ... This afternoon I may ask you some 
questions—in the presence of your mistress and Mr. Fane—— 

Pinker. Yes, Sir Henry. 

Sm Henry. And that’s all I want you to say—‘ Yes, Sir 

Henry!” 

PINKER (puzzled). But—— 

Sir Henry (strongly). Anything I ask you—anything, mind !— 
no matter how absurd it sounds, you’re simply to answer, “ Yes, 
Sir Henry!” ... You understand ? 

Pinker. Yes, Sir Henry- 

Sir Henry. That’s right—that’s the way ! 

Pinxer. Anything else ? 

- $rr Henry. Only that you mustn’t tell a soul, Pinker! You see, 
it’s just to bolster up a little joke of mine 








Pinker (dubiously). Oh!... But shall I be telling lies, Sir 
- Henry ? 
Sir Henry. Well—indirectly, perhaps. ... White lies; you 


know, harmless, beneficial lies. 
Pinker. Ah, that comes a bit expensive, doesn’t it ? 
Sr Henry (sharply). Hey ? (Laughing.) Oh, I see! (Pro- 
duces his note-case.) Shall we say five pounds towards those fees ? 
Pinker (disappointed). Five pounds? (Shaking her head.) Vm 
afraid that’s not enough, Sir Henry. 
 §re Henry (staggered). Not enough ? 
Pinker. You see, it sounds a bit fishy—I’ve got to think of 





me character. ... No, I couldn’t do it under twenty. 

Sir Henry (angrily). Twenty pounds!... Why, it’s black- 
mail 

PINKER (indignantly). Oh, very well! (Going to door tu.) Tl 
just tell the missus all about it!... Blackmail, indeed ! 


Sir Henry (alarmed). No, no—I was joking! We’ll say ten. 

Pinker (firmly). Twenty! (Returning to t.c. of Sir Henry.) 

Sm Henry. Come, you can do a lot with, ten ne ae 

Pinker. I can do a lot more with twenty.... And now I 
come to think of it, that’s not enough. 
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Sr Henry (hastily). Twenty, then—you said twenty—— 
Prnxer. Well—cash down ! 
Sir Henry. No, no; you must earn it first. 


(Pinker shakes her head.) 


Now, be reasonable! I don’t mind five pounds on account, but—— 
(Hurriedly—as Pinker starts to go.) Oh, all right, Pll give you a 
cheque. (Going towards writing-table RB.) 

Pinker. Not likely—a cheque could be stopped! ... Flim- 
sies, please ! 

Sir Henry. God bless my soul! ... You really are the most 
extraordinary girl ! 

Prnxer. Oh, I wasn’t behind the door when the brains were 
given out! 

Sir Henry (grumbling to himself—he returns towards PINKER). 
Here you are. (Gives four £5 notes to PINKER.) 

Pinker. Thank you, Sir Henry. (Going to door t. Pauses.) 
You’re not much of a bluffer, are you ? 

Srr Henry (sharply). What's that ? 

PINKER (giggling saucily at door). Id have done it for a fiver if 
you’d stood out long enough. (Exits smartly.) 

Sir Henry (indignantly advancing to door u.). Well, of all the 
dashed impudence! (He turns at the sound of HARVEY’s entrance.) 





(HaRvEY comes in quietly with Kodak, by window co. from k., followed 
by Joan. He snaps Sir Henry. Joan carries a blue-covered 
book.) 


Harvey (L.0.—clicking camera). Portrait of an early Victorian— 
registering moral indignation ! 

Sir Henry (grimly). All right, young man. I'll settle with you 
presently! (Zurns up c. and goes out by window to R.) 

Harvey. Priceless, isn’t he? (Puts camera on table u.c.) 

JOAN (goes L. to settee. Harvey comes down c.). What's up with 
him? (Sits on settee up stage facing R.) What’s up with every 
one? Oh, you know what I mean! Geoff vanished—Di blubbing ~ 
in her room! Mother and Uncle prowling round like conspirators ! 
And as for you, Harvey—well, you’ré like a cat before a thunder- 
storm. 

Harvey. Nerves, my child—I want a drink. 

Joan. Well, why don’t you have one ? 

Harvey (with a longing glance at decanter). Can’t.... Pro- 
mised Di I wouldn’t.... 

Joan. Oh, are promises to Di so important ? 

Harvey. This one is. 

Joan (looking through book). How strange, Harvey. I suppose 
I’m not mixed up in this row, am I? : 
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Harvey. No—and if you are going to start pumping me again— 
I shall go and drown myself in the shrubbery. 
Joan. Oh, all right. [’m not inquisitive. 


(She turns her back on him and reads. He looks yearningly again at 
smokers’ table ; hovers towards it gradually, like a@ moth around a 
candle ; grabs decanter and removes stopper ; sniffs spirit—hesitates 
—then hurriedly puts it down and fills a glass with barley-water. 
Tastes it. He comes down to Joan, making awful faces at the 
barley-water.) 


HARVEY (indicating book). How are you getting on with that ? 

Joan. Oh, not very well, Harvey. I’m afraid it’s a bit beyond 
me. 

Harvey (chagrined). Meaning you don’t like it ? 

Joan (tactfully—turning to him). Oh, it’s awfully clever. ... 


I’m sure Dickens couldn’t have written it. 


Harvey (scornfully). Dickens? I should think not! (Puts 
glass back on table.) Of course I’m frightfully twencent—child of 
the Ages, you know. I describe Life as it 1s. (At R. end of settee, 
standing.) 

Joan. Oh, but is life really like this, Harvey? Look at your 
Jill, for instance! She’s supposed to be a great artist—yet she’s 
always falling in love with married men. 

Harvey. That’s her temperament—— 

Joan. Yes, but how does she find time to paint pictures ? 


- Honestly, Harvey, did you ever know a woman who loved a 


different man in every other chapter—like this Jill of yours ? 

Harvey (reluctantly). I don’t say I have, but—— 

Joan. Then why write about them ? 

Harvey. Because women like to read about them—that’s why ! 

Joan (scornfully). Yes, what sort of women? Fat, lazy crea- 
tures, who lie in bed munching Lyon’s chocolates and reading silly 
sex-novels ! 

Harvey (hotly). Di reads them—and she’s not like that! 

Joan. No, but most of them are—you know they are.... Oh, 
I don’t want to hurt your feelings, Harvey—you’re clever enough. 
But as long as you write books like this—you’re about as much use 
in the world as a pet pekinese, and not nearly so decorative ! 

Harvey (furious). Thank you! ... I’m sorry you don’t like 
my books, but if I’d known you were so fearfully Bourgeois 
(Turns up ©.) 

Joan. Bourgeois ? 

Harvey. You admire Charles Dickens—that proves it!.. . 
And of course I don’t write for—inexperienced girls (At oc. 
windows, with back to audience.) 

Joan (gently). Oh, I’m not quite inexperienced, Harvey... . 
You see, I’m in love with a married man myself, 
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Harvey (turning round quickly—horrified). Joan! ... You— 
you don’t mean that? (Comes down towards settee.) 

Joan (harshly). No? (With a bitter laugh.) Let’s talk about 
something else. 

Harvey (distressed). Poor little girl! But I say, you know I— 
I’m frightfully sorry for you... . 

Joan (with a wan litile smile). Pretty rotten, isn’t it ? 

Harvey. Awful! A little girl like you ! It’s perfectly 
ghastly! ... By George, he ought to be kicked ! 

Joan. Who? 

Harvey. This married bounder! ‘Tell me who he is—and Pll 
do it myself ! 

Joan. Now, don’t be stupid, Harvey. He isn’t a bounder— 
and you are not supposed to know anything about him, please. 

Harvey (sits on settee. Up stage side facing Joan—earnestly). 
But, Joan, promise me you won’t make an ass of yourself! 

Joan. Oh, how can I promise anything? It’s all so difficult. — 
. . . You see, he says I have a good influence on him—and we're 
both so fond of his wife! ... One doesn’t know what to do for 
the best. 

Harvey (fervently). Chuck him, Joan! Take the advice of one 
who knows—and chuck him at once! 

Joan. Yes, it’s easy to say that! But when you love a man— 
and he loves you—it’s not so simple... . Still, I’ve made up my 
mind on one point—— 

Harvey. Yes ? 

Joan. Whatever happens, I won’t have any Georgian cant ! 

Harvey. You mean Victorian cant, don’t you ? 

Joan. No, Georgian! All this modern nonsense about 
despising convention and living one’s own life.... Don’t you 
remember what Jill says?  (Declaiming.) “‘ We women are free 
now!” 

HARVEY (interrupting). She was a bit eccentric 

Joan. ‘“ You can stop us belonging to the House of Lords, but 
you can’t stop us belonging to ourselves”? ! 

Harvey. Yes, but—she was a Miller’s daughter. That makes 
all the difference. 

Joan. Harvey! If I ever go off the rails, I shall do so with my 
eyes open—and [ shan’t be out for cheap martyrdom... .. No, I 
shan’t put myself on a pedestal and expect the whole world to admire 
me—like the girls in your novel ! 

Harvey (excitedly). Oh, blow the girls in my novels! Youre 
right, they don’t exist—and if they did, they ought to be put in a 
looney-bin! (Seizing Joan’s hands.) By Jove, Old Kingsley was 
right! (Harnestly.) ‘‘ Be good, sweet maid—and let who will be 
clever !” . 

Joan. Harvey! 
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Harvey. Oh, it’s true—though I never realized it till this 


moment. . And, Joan, I—I’d do anything to help you! 
JOAN. Thanks, old boy. 
Harvey. You’re such a stunner! ... And when I think of 





that blackguard ! Oh, sorry—but I wish I knew who he was. 
JOAN. Perhaps I'll tell you—some day. 
Harvey (jealous). What’s he like? Is he big ? 
Joan. Well, I can’t describe him—— But he’s the sort of man 
any girl would be proud to love! 
- Harvey. Yes, but hang it all—he’s married! 
Joan (pathetically). Don’t, Harvey—how cruel and unkind to 
remind me!... Ah, you don’t know what it means—to love 
-someone—and feel that they may never be yours! 
Harvey (moved). _Er—yes, I do.... Asa matter of fact, I— 
[ve been through it myself, Joan. 

Joan (sharply). How do you mean ? 

Harvey. Married woman—— 

Joan. What!! (Ruses.) 

Harvey (nodding sadly). Potty on her for months! 

Joan (imdignanily). Oh, Harvey! How disgraceful of you! 
(She gets to L. end of settee—standing.) 

Harvey (staggered). Well, I like that——!... What about 
you % 

Joan. My case is entirely different. (Her back to HARVEY.) 

Harvey. Why? I'don’t see it—— 

Joan. There’s been nothing between us so far—nothing that 
matters. 

Harvey (still seated). Neither has there between us—nothing 
much. 

Joan. What exactly do you mean by “nothing much” ? 

Harvey. Oh, exactly the same as you mean by “ nothing that 
matters.” Look here, Joan,—(he rises, turns round R. end of settee 
and kneels with u. leg on the front of tt, u. end. Gets hold of 
Joan’s hands and pulls her down beside him)—how often have 
yours kissed you ? 

Joan. I didn’t say mine had kissed me. 

Harvey. That’s not an answer—it’s a mere evasion ! 

Joan. Well—about five times. 

Harvey. Ah, this is where I have the advantage of you. I’ve 
only kissed mine once—and that was a washout! 
Joan. Lack of opportunity, I expect.... 
Harvey. Well, I call your friend a bounder ! 
Joan. Well, if he’s a bounder—what are you ? 
Harvey. A victim of circumstances! You can believe me or 
not, Joan, but I never said a word to her—intended to—until she 
hiked it out of me by accident! .... And I’ve been miserable 
ever since. 


% 
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JOAN (softened). Harvey, are you very—fond of her ? 

Harvey. I was—I thought I was—— 

Joan. But—now ? 

Harvey (abruptly). Do you know, Joan, it’s the most extra- 
ordinary thing, but when you’ve kissed a woman once, she never 
seems quite the same afterwards! I mean something seems to go 
out of her, something you thought was there but it isn’t—it seems 
to vanish somehow most extraordinary. 

Joan (delighted). Ob, Harvey—that proves you don’t love 
her ! 

Harvey. Does it ? 

Joan. Yes, and it proves something else too. (In stern accusing 
tones, looking him straight in the eye.) Harvey Fane, you’d never 
kissed 4 woman before—you can’t deny it! 

Harvey (guiltily). Well—er Don’t speak so loudly, you'll 
ruin the sale of my books! 

Joan. But however do you write them then? You know, 
they’re so—naughty. 

Harvey. Oh, heredity! ... Great-grandfather—fearful old 
roué! Isuppose he’s here somewhere—(touching his forehead)—and 
he gives me tips... subconscious mind, you know—ancestral 
memories—and that sort of thing. 

Joan. Oh, bosh! You'll be telling me next it was really your 
great-grandfather who kissed Di Trevor. 

Harvey (gasping). What? (Jumps up.) 

Joan. She 7s your—indiscretion, isn’t she ? 

Harvey. How on earth did you guess ? 

Joan. My dear boy, it was obvious. You’ve been mooning 
about with her for weeks—and I could tell by the way you looked 
at her. (Bus. of expression.) I’m very disappointed in you— 
though I daresay it’s more Di’s fault than yours. 

Harvey. Oh, no, it isn’t—quite the contrary. 

Joan. She was never like that before Result of reading 
your novels, I suppose—I mean, your great-grandfather’s novels. 

Harvey (gravely). Now, that will do, Joan! ... Di’s your 
hostess, remember. (Crossing to 0.—back to audience.) She’s also 
your best pal 

Joan (defiantly). Excellent reasons why I should say what I 
think of her. 

Harvey (strongly—going up stage and turning as he speaks to JOAN). © 
Not to me, you won't... . Di’s a brick—and what happened this 
morning was entirely my fault! Besides, you’re not supposed to 
know about it—— (Goes to table, drinks barley-water. Repeats 
former business.) 

Joan. Oh, did it only happen this morning ? 

Harvey. Just before lunch. ... Completely put me off the 
hors d’ceuvres—simply ghastly. 
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JOAN (teasingly). Er—thinking of the kiss that—fizzled out ? 
| (Kneels on the settee.) 

Harvey. It didn’t fizzle out—it blew up the whole bally caboodle ! 
That old bonehead saw us—— 

Joan. Uncle Henry ? 

Harvey. Yes, and he’s told Geoff and mucked up everything. 
JOAN (sitting back on her heels). Oh, poor Geoff! ... So that’s 
why he didn’t turn up at lunch... . How awful for him ! 
Harvey. I daresay—but he needn’t have bolted like that— 
| without giving Dia chance. ... If ever there was a misunderstood 
_ woman—blamed for a perfectly innocent thing (Comes to C.) 
Joan. Innocent! ... Oh, you’re very loyal and generous, 
_ Harvey—but for a married woman, you know, a kiss is a pretty 
serious thing. 

Harvey. Well, if it comes to that—so are five kisses from a 
_ married man! 








(Before Joan can think of a reply, Diana enters i. door, looking very 
pale and weepy.) 


Diana. Oh, I thought I heard Geoff... . (Crossing in front 
to R.) Isn’t he back yet ? 

Harvey. Er—no. I don’t think so. Haven’t seen him——- 

JOAN (innocently—stull sitting on her heels). Neither have I... . 

It’s rather funny. 

Diana (sharply). Why? (Lurning.) He’s only gone for a walk. 

JOAN (sceptically). Oh! 

Diana. He—he said he might be late—didn’t he, Harvey ? 

Harvey (who has gone up stage a little—nervously). Er—yes, 
terribly. 

Joan. Oh!... I suppose it’s all right, then. 

Diana. Of course it’s all right!... What do you mean, 
Joan ? ; 

Joan. Oh, nothing.... Only we went to that gipsy palmist 
the other day—and she said he was going to have fearful trouble, or 
something 

Diana. Absurd rubbish! I don’t believe a word of it—do you, 
Harvey ? (Sits on BR. arm of chair, B.C.) 

Harvey. Not a word! 

Joan. Oh, neither do I, really.... She said I would be 
engaged soon——- 

Diana. Well, it won’t be your fault if you’re not, darling. I’m 
sure no girl could try harder. 

Joan (getting off her knees into a sitting posture). I don’t under- 
stand you, Di! 

Diana. Don’t you? ... Of course it’s sweet of you to worry 
about Geofi—but you needn’t. He’s only twenty minutes late— 
and he said he might be hours, didn’t he, Harvey ? 
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Harvey. Oh, yes, four hours, (At back c., by window.) 

Joan (shrugging). Oh! (Sweetly.) You see, I couldn’t help 
feeling anxious, Di. Geoft begged me to go on the pier with him 
this afternoon, and he made such a point of it. 

Diana (sweetly). How stupid of me—I forgot! He—he changed 
his mind, and asked me to explain to you and apologize. 

Joan (with a “nasty” little laugh). Oh-h! 

Diana (hysterically). Oh, don’t keep saying “Oh”! (Gets off 
arm of chair and turns to fireplace.) : 
Harvey (up x.c.—hurriedly). Di, I ought to have warned you 

before! Joan’s guessed ! 

Diana (reproachfully). Harvey——! 

Harvey. Well, I couldn’t help it. 

Joan (to Diana—getting off the settee and crossing to L. side of char 
R.C.). Never mind, dear. You needn’t tell me anything. 

Diana. There’s nothing to tell. (Goes towards Joan.) It’s only 
that Uncle’s been putting absurd ideas into Geoff’s mind—— 

Joan. Absurd ideas ? 

Harvey (suddenly snatching a paper from table L. and coming 
between them). Oh, I say! Listen to this! Topping news! 
Band’s playing on the Pier to-night. Look! Wagner—good old 
Wagner! “Faust,” “1812.” ... Jolly—what ? 


(Diana a little away to R., Joan a little to 1.) 


Diana (icily). Yes, frightfully jolly... . But if you wouldn’t 
mind letting us finish our conversation: 

Harvey (crushed). Oh, sorry- ! (Retires behind paper and sits 
in chair B.C.) 

Diana (advancing to Joan). I’m afraid we rather wandered from 
the point. 

Joan. Yes, it’s so difficult—confessing things, isn’t it ? 

Diana (c.—bridling). Confessing things? ... My dear child, 
I have nothing to confess ! 

Joan. Oh, I thought you had. (Goes further u.) 

Diana. Good gracious, no ! 

Joan. Well—I’m a bit of a Victorian myself 
L. end of settee and up to table L.c.) 

Diana. Really ! 

Joan, And I think a married woman can’t be too careful 

Diana. How quaint of you! (Speaking up stage to Joan.) 

Joan. Not to get herself talked about, I mean. 

Diana (furiously). I beg your pardon? ... You don’t suggest 
. that I——? (Goes up c. a litile.) 

Joan. Well, of course it’s no business of mine, dear. 

Diana. As you say, it’s no business of yours—— (Goes up to 
R. of table L.c. JOAN is on its L.) 











(Goes round 
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Joan. Still, one can’t help noticing things—and Harvey’s so 
young, isn’t he ? 

Harvey (coughing indignantly). Ahem! 

Joan. People seem to think you "ve—encouraged him. 

ee Oh-h-h! (She turns down stage again to u. side of chair 
B.C. 

Harvey (rising—angrily). Dash it, Joan, this is ! (He gets 
out of his chaw on the R. side, turns round behind it, meeting Joan, 
who comes down to R. end of settee.) 

Diana (controlling herself). Be quiet, Harvey. 





(Harvey turns up C.) 


(Lo Joan.) They think that, do they ? 

JOAN (a litile scared). I—lI thought you'd like me to be candid, 
Di. 

Diana (glaring like a tigress). Yes! Please——! 

Joan (shrinking from her). People believe such—horrid things. 

Diana (fiercely). Do you believe it? (Gripping Joan’s wrists.) 
Do you ? 

Joan. Di!... You're hurting me—— 

Diana (in @ strangled voice). Do you believe it ? 

Joan (freeing herself and turning away a little behind settee). I—I 
don’t know. 

Diana (hysterically)., Well, it’s true! ... Yes, itis! I—I did 
encourage him ! We were caught this morning—you’ve heard 








that—and Geoff knows! ... Ahaha-ha-h (She goes, wildly, 
to R., turns round and faces L. HARVEY comes down Cc.) He’s going 
to divorce me—divorce me!! And I don’t care—I don’t care ! 


(Harvey gets in front of chair B.c., making a movement as though to 
pacify ker ; she pushes him aside ; he falls into the chair.) I don’t 
care 2 damn for <a ! (She rushes out door u., banging wt after 
her.) 

JOAN (C.). Divorce ? What does she mean ? 

Harvey (rises from chair). Oh, you made her hysterical, I sup- 
pose. ... You are a little beast, Joan. 

JoAN. She shouldn’t have said such catty things to me. 

Harvey. What about the things you said to her? You started 
it... You—tlittle—devil! 


(She looks athim provokingly. He takes a step towards her, then halts 
guiltily at the sudden appearance of Mrs. DEuissx, who has entered 
from c. window.) 


Mrs. Detisse. Oh, am I intruding ? 
(Harvey goes to R. JOAN R.C.) 


Joan (nonchalantly). No; come in, mother. Harvey and I were 
just quarrelling 
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Mrs. Dewisse (sceptically). Quarrelling 2? (Coming down L.C.) 
Harvey. Like bargees ! 

Mrs. Detisse. Ah, I’ve never seen bargees quarrel! ... Do 
they usually stand close to each other—gazing tenderly into each 
other’s eyes ? 

Joan. Mother! howcan you——? (Crosses to t., front of settee.) 

Harvey. That’s the bally limit! (He turns to the fireplace, his 
back to the room.) 

Mrs. DELIssE (to Harvey, with sudden severity). You're right, 
Mr. Fane! Fora young man who is about to figure as co-respondent 
in a divorce case—it 7s the limit! ... That is why I tell my 
daughter—in your presence—that she must have nothing more to 
do with you! 

JOAN (turning). But, mother 

Mrs: Deuisse. That will do, darling! (fo Harvey.) Now, 
would you mind finding Sir Henry for me? I think he’s on the 
beach somewhere. (Comes to B.C.) 

Harvey (coming to c., behind chairs). But I should just like to 
say—— 

Mrs. Dewisse. (turning to face Harvey). Do you know, I think 
it would be best if you said nothing ? 





(Harvey hesitates, then goes out c. window to RB.) 


Joan (who has followed Harvey to window looks after him. In 
grave, deeply-injured tones). Mother, this is the first time I’ve ever 
been really angry with you. (At L. side of o. window.) 

Mrs. Druisse. Oh, I think there was one previous occasion, 
dear—when you were four years old, and I stopped you playing at 
mud-pies with the small boy next door. 

Joan (as before—coming down to Mrs. Drtissz). I don’t want 
to be unkind or unjust—but I’m afraid it will be a long time before 
I can forgive you. 

Mrs. Deuisse. My darling——! 

Joan. I’ve not been like some daughters. You can’t say I’ve 
interfered much—lI’ve let you have your own way in almost every- 
thing. 

Mrs. Dewisse (meekly). No, you’ve been very good, Joan. 
You’ve even let me choose my own hats—sometimes ! 

JOAN (severely). It isn’t a joke, mother. 

Mrs. Detisse, My dear, a hat never is. It’s either a triumph or 
a tragedy ! 

Joan (with dignity). We’re not discussing hats. 

Mrs. Deuissr. I’m sorry, darling. Go on 

Joan. I did think you were one of the few mothers who could be 
trusted to behave yourself. 

Mrs. DeE.issE (humbly). You must make allowances for me. 
I’m only forty-something—and life has become so complicated. 
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Joan. Yes, I do make allowances—and I daresay you meant 
well, But you have no right to say these humiliating, untrue 
things! ... Oh! Ive never felt so small and—ridiculous. .. . 
How do you suppose I can ever speak to Harvey again? (Goes L.) 

Mrs. Detissx (follows). I hope you won’t, darling. He’s not a 
fit companion for you. 

JOAN (angrily). Oh-h-h! (Controlling herself.) Why, please ? 

Mrs. DeissE. My dear, a co-respondent—and hardly out of 
knickerbockers ! 

Joan. It’s all rot, mother! He hasn’t co-responded! I believe 
he’s only kissed Di once! (Sits ut. end of settee.) And I don’t 
believe she could be divorced for that—even if Geoff was fool enough 
to try! You're only trying to scare me! Do you think I’m an 
idiot ? 

Mrs. DeissE (gently—sitting on settee with Joan). You’re my 
daughter Joan, and because you’re my daughter and I want you 
to marry happily—I can’t allow Harvey Fane to flirt with you. 

Joan. He wasn’t flirting—and, if he was, it was horrid of 
you to say anything! But he wasn’t—he only said a few—silly 
things. 

Mrs. Deuissz. Oh, but isn’t that the essence of flirtation— 
saying silly things ? 

Joan. You know what I mean—just ordinary compliments. 

Mrs. Detissz. Compliments? I thought you said you were 
quarrelling ? 

Joan. So we were—afterwards.... As a matter of fact—he 
called me a little devil. 

Mrs. Deuisse. Good heavens! (Covering her face with her 
hand.) Then it’s much more serious than I thought. 

Joan. What do you mean ? 

Mrs. Detisse. My dear, if he called you a little devil—it’s 
certain he must be in love with you! 

Joan (off her guard, eagerly). Ob, do you think so, mother ? 


Mrs. DeEtissE (with a wise headshake). Joan—Joan!... Tm 
surprised at you. 
Joan (snuggling to her—shyly). Don’t, please! ... I—I do 


care for him, mother. 

Mrs. Detissx (patting her head). Sure, darling ? 

Joan. Yes! 

Mrs. Dexissz. Since when ? 

Joan (dreamily). Oh, that fearful hot day—when we were lying 
doggo on the sands. ... I was just looking at him—thinking of 
nothing in particular—and then—all of a sudden—— 

Mrs. Dexisse. I know, dear! Your heart gave a jump, and 

ou. 
Joan. “Yes, that’s how it was, mother. (Squeezing her mother’s 
hand.) + 
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Mrs. DexisseE. What happened then ? 

Joan. Nothing .. . I just looked up at him and said, “ Oh, do 
go away, Harvey! I’m sick of you this morning.” 

Mrs. DeuissE (nodding wisely). Ah! ° 

Joan. I treated him like a pig afterwards—but he didn’t seem 
to mind. I believe he thought I had a bilious attack or something. 
And it wasn’t until this afternoon—— 

Mrs. DEtissx (rising. In brisk matter-of-fact tones). Yes, I quite 
understand, dear—and it’s all perfectly normal and harmless. I 
don’t know the modern slang, but we used to call it calf-love. 

JoAN (horrified). Mother! You don’t understand a bit. Oh, I 
wish I’d never told you! (Rvses to 1.) 

Mes. Detisse. I’m glad you did, darling. It’s a great weight off 
my mind. Now listen—— (Comes L. to JoAN—sits on settee, taking 
Joan’s hands.) The band’s playing on the Pier to-night. That 
means the Season’s started—and we shall soon have dances and 
concerts and all the gaieties you’re so keen about. ... Harvey 
will go away, of course—and there’ll be lots of young people—and I 
shouldn’t be surprised if Ronnie Stewart came down! 

Joan (contemptuously). Ronnie Stewart ! 

Mrs. DeuissE. Well, you used to prefer him to Harvey, you 
know. And he’s so nice and wholesome. 

Joan. Yes, so is rice pudding. (Cross c.) 

Mrs. DetissE (still seated). Come, you mustn’t mope over a 
trifle like this! All you need is just change and excitement—oh, 
and perhaps a little Sanatogen to buck you up. 

Joan (half vexed, half amused—going to her and kissing her hands). 
You dear old darling—it’s impossible to be cross with you. But 
don’t make any mistake, mother—(solemnly and with an obstinate 
litile lift of her chin)—I love Harvey Fane—and I’m going to marry 
him ! 

Mrs. Deuisse. But, darling—he hasn’t even asked you yet. 

Joan. He will! I can feel it in my bones. 

Mrs. Deuisse. Probably a touch of rheumatism. 

Joan. I’m going to marry him. (Goes wp towards c. window.) 

Mrs. DEissE. But suppose he doesn’t ask you-— ? 

Joan. I’m going to marry him. 

Mrs. Deissr. Of course one has to ask them oneself some- 
times 

JOAN (coming down). I’m going to marry him. 

Mrs. Dexissz. Is this a new form of Couéism ? 

Joan (at head of settee). For the fifth time, mother—I am going 
to marry Harvey Fane ! 

Mrs. Detisse. As if you could know your own mind at twenty ! 

Joan (quickly). You married at eighteen—— 

Mrs. DetissE. Not because I knew my own mind, dear—but 
because my parents knew theirs. 
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JOAN (wickedly). Oh, does that mean you weren’t in love with 


father ? 


Mrs. DELissE (rises ; hit). Joan ! 
Joan, Well, you’ve been ragging me all this time—but it’s my 





_ turn now, and I’m going to tell you something! ... Of course I 


know father was a dear, and you were awfully fond of him, but if 
someone else asked you again—you know what you'd say this time. 
Mrs. DewissE. Joan, what on earth % (Laking Joan’s 
hands.) 
Joan. Oh, don’t be ahumbug, mother! (Dropping her mother’s 








hands ; mimicking Sin Henry.) “ My dear Helen (Mimicking 
her mother.) “ My dear Henry——” (Getting to c. as she does this.) 





Mrs. DE.issE (severely). That will do, Joan. 
Joan (returning impulsively to Mrs. DEtissE and taking her hands). 


_ Oh, let’s have a double wedding, dear, shall we? (Cuddling her 


arms.) Do let’s! You look so young and pretty, darling, they’re 
sure to think we’re sisters ! 
Mrs. DewissE (kissing her). You’re a shameless little hussie ! 


(Str Henry comes in c. from L.) 


Str Henry. Ah, my dear Helen——! (Going R. a litile.) 
JOAN (saucily mimicking again). Ah, my dear Henry ! 





(Sir Henry looks at her in astonishment, and she runs out giggling. 


By c. window.) 


Sm Henry (z.c.). Joan seems very frivolous. Doesn’t she 
know yet ? 

Mrs. DeuissE. Only about Di and Harvey—and she doesn’t 
believe the divorce story. (Svs on settee.) 

Sir Henry (c.). H’m!... Fane said you wanted to see me ? 

Mrs. Detissz. Yes, about this little love affair. It’s going well, 
Henry ; I believe it will help your plan—indirectly. 

Sir Henry (annoyed). Taugh! I don’t want any help—I told 


you I didn’t... . That’s the one thing I’m afraid of—that you'll 
try to assist me with some clumsy falsehood, which will ruin every- 
thing ! 


Mrs. Detisse. Clumsy falsehood! As if any man could lie as 
artistically as a woman ! 

Sir Henry. Bah! Ishould like to see the woman who could tell 
the whoppers I’ve told to-day. 

Mrs. Deuisse. Oh, whoppers are different—they hit you back 
like boomerangs. But when it comes to the real thing—well, 
think of the practice we women have! Aren’t we always telling 
you taradiddles for your own comfort and happiness ? 

Sir Henry (startled); Are you, by Jove ? 
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Mrs. Detisse. Yes, of course. It’s the only way we can man- 
age you—either as children or husbands. 

Str Henry (fascinated—leaning over head of settee). Now, what 
taradiddles, for instance ? : . 

Mrs. Detisse. Oh, the soft fib that turns away wrath—and the 
petty little untruths, you know, that save you from petty annoy- 
ance.... Yes, and the loving lies that every wife tells every 
husband ! 

Sir Henry. Well, I’m not married, thank God! 

Mrs. De.issE (rises as she speaks, turns up by u. end of settee to 
table L.c.). Because no woman has told you—the best lie of all! 

Sir Henry (dimly disturbed). The best lie of all ? 

Mrs. Detisse. That you’re the one man in the world for her ! 
(She goes out quickly L.v.E., leaving him staggered and perplexed.) 

Sm Henry (fo himself). Now, what the devil did she mean by 
that ? (Goes up 1.v.E., looking after her.) 

(While he is standing with his back still to the French windows, staring 
after her, GHOFFREY appears there, from u. He sneaks in very 
nervously and furtively, then gives an apologetic cough to attract his 
attention. Sir Henry swings round and sees him.) 


Sir Henry (angrily). Geoff! Are you mad ? 

GEOFFREY (sheepishly). It’s all right. (Behind chair R.c.) 

Sir Henry. It’s not all right! You'll ruin everything——! I 
told you not to come till I sent for you. 

Grorrrey. Well, I phoned, but they said you were out. So I 
thought if I just sneaked in—— 

Sm Henry (c.—brusquely). You can just sneak out again— 
quick ! 

GEOFFREY (rebelliously—coming down to B.C. by R. of B.C. chair). 
Hang it, Uncle—it’s my house! Besides, I forgot my pipe—— 

Sir Henry. Damn your pipe, you can buy one in the village ! 

GroFrrrey (bitterly—crossing to settee, searching for pipe). Buy 
one in the village! That shows you’ve never been a pipe-smoker ! 

Sir Henry (c.). Confound it, are you going to ruin your whole 
life’s happiness for a pipe? Haven’t you any moral fibre ? 

GEOrrREY (searching feverishly). It must be here somewhere. 

Smirk Henry (firmly). You can’t stop to find it now. 

GEOFFREY (defiantly). Look here, Uncle, I’ve spent three hours 
in that beastly hotel—and I’m a desperate man ! 

Sir Henry. Why didn’t you go for a walk? (Getting to R.c.) 

GrorrrEy. How could I—when I was waiting for your message ? 

Haven’t you seen Di yet? (To L.c.) 

Sir Henry. No, she’s stillin her room. But I’m expecting her 
every moment—and if she finds you here again—Heaven knows 
what may happen! ... (Moves cushion chair n.c. as if looking 
for pipe.) 
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Grorrrey. Uncle, I can’t go back to that ghastly hole! 

Sir Henry. Well, just hang about for half an hour or so. I’ve 
no doubt she’ll see you then. 

GEOFFREY (wildly). My heavens! If she doesn’t, I’ll chuck the 
whole thing! Yes, I will, I’ll take the next boat to New York and 
stay there ! 

Sir Henry (excitedly). Taugh! You haven’t a moment to 
spare. Ah, here’s your infernal pipe. (Finds pipe under cushion 
of chair R.) 

GEOFFREY (grabbing pipe gratefully). Thank Heaven ! 

Str Henry (hustling him out at c.). Come along, now—out 
you go! 


(Sir Henry has no sooner got rid of GEOFFREY when Harvey enters, 
door UL.) 


Harvey. I say, have you seen Geoff? I thought I spotted him 
just now. 

Sir Henry (grimly). Yes, it’s fortunate he didn’t spot you ! 

Harvey (nervously). Bit stuffy, is he ? 

Sir Henry (at back of chair R.c.). Stuffy!... Look here, 
young man, if you haven’t one of these newspaper insurances—I 
should advise you to sign a coupon at once! 

Harvey (c.). What do you mean ? 

Str Henry. Well, he’s a fairly athletic man, and you seem 
rather a poor creature, if he sees you there’s no knowing what he 
might do! . 

Harvey. Great Scot ! 

Sir Henry. So if I were you, I should keep out of his way. 
Harvey. Thanks very much—I will. (Backs nervously to door 
L.) 





Sir Henry. Poor fella! ... I had a most painful interview 
with him . 

Harvey (dolefully). Looks asif J shall presently! ... What 
did he say ? 


Str Henry. I'll tell you when Di comes. 
(Gzorrrey 1s heard to give a low warning whistle from outside.) 


Harvey (starting nervously). What’s that ? 

Sir Henry (anziously). Nothing—nothing.... You might 
see if Di’s ready, will you? Tell her I’m waiting. 

Harvey. All right. 


(As Harvey goes out u. door, GEOFFREY peeps round French window, 
cautiously, from R. Str Henry gets a litile to L.c, turning to 
GEOFFREY.) 


Sir Henry (angrily). Go away! Go away! 
Grorrrey. Didn’t you hear me whistle for you ? 
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Sir Henry (frantically). Go away !! 

Grorrrey. All right. But do give me a signal—I can’t bear 
the suspense much longer ! 

Sir Henry. What do you mean—sighal ? 

Gzorrrey. If things go badly—blow your nose. 

Sir Henry (impatiently). If things go badly, blow my nose ?— 
yes ! 

Grorrrey. And if you want me—cough ! 

Sir Henry. Cough if I want you ?—yes, yes! 

Gxzorrrey. I shall only be on the sands—and Ill whistle before 
I come! 

Sir Henry. Yes, yes, yes—— 


(He mops his brow as GEOFFREY vanishes. Then Diana, followed by 
Harvey, comes in wu. door.) 


(Gravely, to Diana, standing front of chair R.c.) You're too late— 
Geoff’s just gone. 


Diana. Gone! ... Without seeing me——? (Advancing to 
L.C.) 

Sir Henry. He seemed anxious to avoid seeing you. 

Diana (proudly). Oh-h!... Well, I don’t care!... I 


shouldn’t have explained anyway. 

Sir Henry. I’m afraid he wouldn’t have listened if you had... . 
He’s like a monomaniac—his mind revolves incessantly round one 
fixed idea. 

Diana (c.—fainily). Divorce—— ? 

Sir Henry. Yes! 


Harvey (L.—impatiently). Oh, bosh! (He goes to back of settee — 


round L. end.) 
Smr Henry. Yow may think it bosh, Mr. Fane, but to him it 
seems the one way to vindicate his honour ! 
Diana. Yes, he said this morning it was the only remedy. 
Harvey (stowtly). Then he was talking through the back of his 


neck! ... You must have some evidence. 

Str Henry. Not necessarily genwine evidence. ... There is 
such a thing as—divorce by collusion. 

Diana (indignantly). Uncle! ... (Going to Sir Henry.) Did 


Geoff dare to suggest ? 

Sir Henry. I think you’d better hear Pinker’s version. May I 
ring for her ? 

Diana. Pinker! ... You don’t mean to say he—— ? 

Sir Henry. Confided in her—yes, I’m afraid so. 

Drana. Oh, that’s the last straw! Yes, ring for her, please. 


(Sir Henry rings bell by fireplace.) 


Harvey. He must be off his rocker ! 


lca 
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Sir Henry (at fire). Jealousy, you know. ... One must make 
allowance for his state of mind. 

Diana. What allowance has he made for my state of mind ? 
(Turns and sits on settee R. end.) 

Str Henry. Oh, he’s behaving very badly—I admit that. 
(Back to fireplace.) 

Diana (turning on him angrily). Yes, and it’s all your fault! He 


was never like this until you worried him about babies and men- 


friends and all the rest of it! 
Sir Henry. My dear Di 
Harvey (1.0. by table—also furious with hiawil Yes, and if you 





hadn’t butted in this morning—all this would never have hap- 


pened! ... 
Str Henry. Oh, come, come ! 


7 (He goes to French windows, blows his nose violently—peering out to 


make sure the signal is noticed—and returns to fire as PINKER comes 
am L. door.) 


Oh—er—Pinker, you saw Mr. Trevor before he went out? (He 
signs to PINKER to advance and comes down to R.c. in front of chairs.) 
Pinker. Yes, Sir Henry. (She advances in front of Diana to Sir 


 Henry’s L. hand.) 


Sir Henry. He asked for a brandy-and-soda ? 

Pinxer. Yes, Sir Henry, a large one—and I gave it to him. 

Sr Henry (with a warning glance at her). Don’t volunteer 
information, Pinker. Sufficient just to answer my questions, you 
know. 

PINKER (meekly). Yes, Sir Henry. 

Sir Henry. Now tell me, did you notice something strange in 
his manner ? 

Pinker. Yes, Sir Henry. 

Smr Henry. He didn’t seem quite himself, eh ? 

Pinker. No, Sir Henry—Yes, Sir Henry. 

Str Henry. Come, don’t get confused, my girl. Simply tell us 


the plain truth. ... Hr—did he say something about—divorce ? 


Pinker. Yes, Sir Henry. 

Sir Henry. And then after another stiff brandy-and-soda, he 
told you some long rambling story about—er—certain persons in this 
house ? 

Pinker. That’s right, Sir Henry. 

Sir Henry. And asked you to give evidence—purely fictitious 


evidence—against those persons ? 


Pincer. Yes, Sir Henry. 

Sir Henry. Which you very properly refused to do ? 

Pinxer. Yes, Sir Henry. 

Sir Henry. Until he bribed you with the sum of twenty pounds 
in bank-notes. 
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Pinker (dismayed). Well—er 

Sir Henry (sternly). Come, don’t hedge, Pinker! You came 
to me just now, conscience stricken, and told me the whole story— 
and I advised you to keep the bank-notes, didn’t I ? 

PINKER (relieved). Yes, Sir Henry. 

Sir Henry. Have youthem on you, now? Show them, please ! 


(She does so, and Sir Henry taking them from her goes in front of her 
and shows them to Diana and Harvey, who exclaim indignantly 
under their breath.) 


(To Diana). I think that’s enough, eh ? 

Diana (with suppressed anger). Quite enough ! 

Harvey. More than enough ! 

Sir Henry (at c.—nodding to PINKER, and putting the notes in his 
case, which he pockets). All right. 

PINKER (volubly). Excuse me, Sir Henry, I’m only a servant, 
but I’ve got my feelings same as other people, and what I say is— 
truth’s truth, isn’t it ? 

Str Henry (sharply). That will do, Pinker ! 

Pinker. Begging your pardon, Sir Henry, but there’s something 
else—and with all these goings-on, I think the mistress ought to 
know it! 

Diana (rising—eagerly). Yes, Pinker—what is it ? 

Pinker. Something I heard the master say to Sir Henry, ma’am. 
(Sir Henry starts, nervously.) I wasn’t listening, ma’am, but he 
was shouting-like 

Diana. Yes, yes, what did he say ? 

Sir Henry (érying to stop her). Pinker 

PINKER (dramatically). He says, “My Gawd, if she don’t ”’— 
meaning you, I suppose, ma’am,—‘‘ My Gawd, if she don’t, I’ll chuck 
the whole thing! ...” “Yes, I will!” he says; “‘ I'll take the 
next boat to New York and stay there!” 

Sir Henry (delighted). Quite right! You're a very intelligent 
girl, Pinker. 

Pinker. Thank you, Sir Henry.... May I have them notes 
back ? (Holds out her hand for them.) 

Sir Henry (winking at her—his back to Diana and Harvey). Er 
—presently.... You can go now. 








(She looks suspiciously at Sir HENRY, hesitates, and then goes out . 
door. Diana and Harvey are conversing miserably in undertones 
at the back of settee. Str Henry takes the opportunity to blow his 
nose again at the French windows, and then joins them.) 


You see, he’s so desperate; he’s even prepared to exile himself from 
civilization ! 

Harvey. You mean, live in New York 2? 

Srr Henry. Yes, it’s the same thing! 
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Diana. Oh-h, what a cruel, cowardly threat ! 

ee (co SmR Henry). I hope you told him so, the black- 
guard ! 5 

Sir Henry. I protested—naturally, but he said “ Tell Di she 
must choose for herself.... If she prefers divorce, everything 
will be made easy for her—and when the six months is up, she can 
marry that rotter!” 

Diana (raging). It’s an insult, an insult! (Crosses to R.) 

Harvey (hurt). Oh, don’t say that! 

Diana (at fire). I shall never forgive him—never!... If Pd 
really done anything wrong, it would be different—— But to treat 


me like this because of one little kiss—one harmless, innocent 
little kiss ! 





Sir Henry (c.—moralizing). Ah, it’s the one harmless, innocent 
little kiss that starts these unfortunate affairs. ... What does 


Tennyson say? ... “The little rift within the lute a 





Harvey (savagely). Oh, damn Tennyson—and his lute! (He 
turns away to L. and comes down L. end of setice as Sin Henry, pretend- 


ang to be overcome with emotion, goes wp to window and blows his nose 


again.) What’s that, a cornet solo ? 

Sir Henry (up c., turning toDiana). Well, are you going to do it ? 

Diana (dully). What ? 

Str Henry. Help your husband to divorce you 

Diana. Ofcourselam! What choice haveI? Besides, I want 
a divorce now—I'm as keen as he is! Yes, I’ll do anything—any- 
thing, Uncle ! 

Siz Henry. But it’s a serious matter, you know—cheating the 
law ! 

Diana. I don’t care! I don’t care a blow, do you, Harvey ? 

Harvey. Well—er—what does he want, exactly ? 

Sir Henry. Oh, the usual evidence of unfaithfulness. (Coming 





| down stage a little.) 


Harvey (shocked). Unfaithfulness!... Phew! 

Diana (puzzled). But—what evidence ? 

Sir Henry. Well, love letters for example. 

D1ana (innocently). We’ve never written any—— 

Harvey. Of course not—— 

Sir Henry. H’m! That’s awkward.... Are you sure ? 

Diana. Good gracious, Uncle! Do you think I’m in the habit 
of writing love letters to men—and forgetting all about them ? 

Sir Henry. Well, I had a client once who actually forgot that 
she had ’em, never mind ! 

Harvey (scornfully). Yes, I daresay it was like most of your 


: cases—the jury disagreed, and you skipped off with a good fat fee ! 


Sir Henry. Don’t be impertinent, sir! 
Diana. But, Uncle, are love letters necessary ? 
Sir Henry. Indispensable—unless you go into the witness box. 
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Diana. No!... If my dear, kind husband wants love letters 
—he shall jolly well have them! ... Come on, Harvey, we’ll 
write them now! (She turns up to writing-table.) 

Harvey (scared. In a protesting manner he moves up u. end of 
settee to table u.c.). Oh, but I say——!... Really, you know! 

Diana. Well, I’m not going to be a grass-widow all my life! 
(She goes over to Harvey at back, takes his arm and attempts to lead 
him to writing-table up RB.) 

Harvey (ruefully). It’s no joke being a co-respondent, either. 

Sir Henry. You should have remembered that before, young 
man! (He comes to front of settee.) 

Diana. Don’t wrangle, Harvey. ... Sit down and write me 
a nice, passionate love letter! ... (Zo Sir Henry.) I suppose it 
must be passionate—— ? 

Siz Henry (L.c.—sulkily). The more compromising, the better. 

Diana (to Harvey, getting him over to writing-table). Very well— 
just let yourself go! 

Harvey (petulantly). But it’s so dashed silly! I say, couldn’t 
Pinker give evidence instead ? You know—she could find my 
toothbrush in your room, or something ! 

Diana. Yes, or my combings in your shaving-mug!... That’s 
not a bad idea, Uncle. 

Sir Henry (curtly). Too uncertain. ... Besides, she’d prob- 
ably lose her head in the witness box—and you'd all get seven 
years ! 

Diana. That settles it! ... Get on with it, Harvey! (Moves 
arm-chair from RB. to writing-table.) 

Harvey. Oh, but I say, you know, I’ve never written a love 
letter in my life! I can’t dash one off at a moment’s notice. 

Sir Henry (briskly). All right—I’'ll dictate it to you.... I 
know just the sort of thing that tells in these cases. 

Diana. Of course you do. What a brick you are, Uncle! 

HARVEY (squirming as Diana puts him into chair). But look here 
—Il’ve got to think of my position first (Gets out of chair and 
comes C.) 

Diana (hotly—following lim). And what about my position ? 
You got me into it—you can’t leave me in the lurch, Harvey ! 

Sir Henry (to Harvey). Unless you’re the most contemptible 
bounder alive ! 


Harvey (feebly). Oh, fire ahead then. 


(Reluctantly he returns to writing-table, sits down, unscrews his foun- 
tain-pen and selects a sheet of paper, while Sin HENRY, going up C., 
takes a further opportunity to blow his nose.) 





Good heavens ! 
Sir Henry (coming back briskly to settee). Now first—we must 
fix on a pet name for Di. What about Icky Wicky ? 


a Me 
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Diana (rather dubiously, sitting chair R.c.). Icky Wicky ! 

Harvey (rising). But dash it all, Sir Henry—I should never 
dream of calling a woman Icky Wicky. 

Sm Henry (sits on settee). That’s quite immaterial, sir. 


(Harvey sits again.) 


Diana. But why must we have a pet name, Uncle ? 
Sir Henry. Because it always produces laughter in Court—and 
that’s what you want. 
Harvey (rising again). Oh, no, we don’t! Certainly not! 
Sir Henry (masterfully). Of course you do—puts the jury in a 
good humour! Now then—ready? (Harvey sits sulkily. Sir 
Henry dictates ardently.) “My dear, darling, sweet, adorable 
Icky Wicky——-” 
Harvey (throwing down pen). Oh, chuck it! I can’t pile up 
sticky adjectives like that ! 
$m Henry (in his strongest, browbeating manner). You'll do 
what you're told, sir! 
Diana (also very firmly). You must, Harvey ! 


(Cowed, Harvey picks up his pen, shrugs and writes.) 


Sir Henry (curtly). Got that ? 

Harvey. Ye—es. 
_ Simm Henry (with great fervour and rapidity). ‘‘ Oh, believe me, 
my own little sweetheart—my beloved soul, whom I love so dearly.” 
Harvey. Oh, steady on—I’m not writing shorthand ! 

Sir Henry (annoyed). Taugh!... Allright, we'll start again. 

Harvey. Yes, and cut out the sob-stuft ! 

Sir Henry (excitedly). Sob-stuff be hanged, sir! What we want 
is a thoroughly imbecile letter which will make you look silly love- 
sick asses when it’s read out in court! 
| Harvey (bitterly). Oh,do we? What about my literary reputa- 
tion! 

Sir Henry. Hang your literary reputation. 

Diana. Now, don’t argue, Harvey—just write what Uncle says. 
Harvey. Oh, well—drive off. 

Str Henry (dictating slowly and solenmly). ‘I swear to you that 
I love you a 

_ Harvey. Yes? 

Sir Henry. ‘“—more than any man has ever loved a woman 
before ! ” wi 

Harvey (after writing). H’m!... That’s not original, you 
know—— 
| $m Hewry (irritated). Look here, are you doing this thing or 
am I? If you think you can write a more idiotic letter than I 
/can—— 

Harvey. Impossible! ... (Sm Henry starts.) Carry on. 
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Stir Henry. ‘‘—Do you love me, darling ? ” 

Harvey (looking round). Eh? (Writing.) Oh, yes. 

Sir Henry. “ It seems ages since I held you in my arms es 

Harvey. Oh! (After writing.) Yes? 

Sir Henry. “—and kissed that dear little mole on your neck!” 

Diana (hastily—rising). But, Uncle, I haven’t a mole on my 
neck ! 

Sir Henry. Doesn’t matter—they won’t want to see it. 

Harvey (after writing). But—well—I mean to say—that’s a bit 
over the caper, isn’t it ? 

Diana. I think it is, Uncle, really. (She goes up towards Har- 
VEY.) 

Sir Henry. Oh, they'll expect some poetry. 

Harvey (aghast). Poetry!! No, that’s where I jib! 


(Diana goes to fire.) 


Sir Henry (thinking). Ssssh!... Tve got it——-! (Dictates 

in @ sing-song vovce.) 
** When I see the stars above, 
It makes me think of you, my love!” 

Harvey (groaning as he writes). Ob, good lord! 

Sir Henry. “And when I walk along the street.” 

Harvey (flippantly). “It give me chilblains in my feet!” 

Sir Henry. Be quiet, sir! ... 

“And when I walk along the street 
I think of the time when we shall meet!” 

Diana. It doesn’t quite scan, Uncle. 

Sir Henry. All the better—sounds more genuine. (Rises.) 
Have you got that ? 

Harvey. Yes. 

Si Henry. “ With thousands of kisses and a big hug... . 
Your own true lover s 

HARVEY (repeating mechanically). ‘‘ Your own true lover m 

Sir Henry (by settee—thinking. Then with great gusto). ‘‘ Ba- 
Ba!” 

Harvey (blankly). What ? 

Sir Harvey. I said “ Ba-Ba” ... B-A—dash—B-A ! 

Harvey (aghast—turning round in chair). You want me to sign 
this—Ba-Ba ? ! 

Sir Henry. Certainly! It’s a favourite name for co-respondents. 

Harvey. I’m nota co-respondent—and I won’t be called Ba-Ba ! 

Diana (impatiently). Oh, don’t be silly, Harvey! What does 
it matter ? 

Harvey. But it does matter! They’ll publish the beastly thing 
—and every one will call me Ba-Ba ! 

Diana. It’s no worse than “Icky Wicky.” ... Come, Har- 
vey—— ! 
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Harvey (weakly). Oh, very well, Di—if you insist. (Signs.) 

Sir Henry (briskly, crossing to back of Harvey’s chair). Now, 
put some big crosses at the bottom—and that will finish you. 

Harvey (obeying). I should think it wll finish me—it will blight 
my bally life! (Gives the letter to Str Henry.) 

Sm Henry. Then perhaps it will teach you not to kiss other 
men’s wives. 


(Harvey rises with the air of a man who has signed his own death- 
warrant, crosses to settee and flops into it, muttering to himself 
“Ba-Ba!” “Ba-Ba!” while Str Henry takes the opportunity 
to blow his nose again by window.) 


Harvey. Why don’t you have it broadcasted ? (Covers his face 
with the cushions.) 

Sir Henry. Now, Di, yours can be a shorter one. 

Diana (shrugging). Oh, just as you like. (She goes to writing- 
table, sits and takes pen up.) 

Sir Henry (leaning over the back of her chair—dictating blandly). 
“My darling little Ba-Ba ve 

Harvey (savagely). Bah! 

Sir Henry. “I miss you so much, dearest! ... Every night 
I kiss the pillow—and pretend it’s my Ba-Ba’s beautiful face!” 





(Harvey scowls at him, while Diana writes rapidly and disdainfully 
—like a shorthand typist who despises her employer’s intellect.) 


(With a fond, foolish smile.) “Then I dream lovely dreams about 
OU. 29 
: Harvey (fo Sir Henry—sitting up). I say, I say—what a 
sloppy mind you’ve got! . 
Sir Henry (exasperated). Will you hold your tongue, sir ? 
Harvey. Ba-Ba (Hides face in cushion.) 
Drana (impatiently). Go on, please. 
Sir Henry. Er—‘ Geoff suspects nothing——’ 
Diana. Yes ? 
Sm Henry. ‘“ But we must be patient, dear—darling,—be 
patient, darling, and very careful i 
Harvey (ruefully). I wish we had been! 
Sir Henry (fo Harvey). I’m glad to hear you say so! 
Drana. Don’t keep interrupting, Harvey. 
Sir Henry. Er—where was I? 
Diana. “ Very careful.” 
Sir Henry. Oh, yes... er—em—‘with heaps of cuddley 
|” kisses——”’ 
Diana. “Cuddley,” Uncle ? 
Sir Henry. Yes. 
Harvey (sneering). Cuddley!... I say, you ought to have 
known my great-grandfather. He was just your type! 








> 
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Sir Henry. ‘Sssssh ! 

Diana (after writing). How shall I wind it up ? ree 

Sir Henry. Oh—‘ Yours to a cinder—Icky Wicky.” (He 
moves to C.) : 

Diana (grimacing as she signs). Hr—kisses ¢ 

Sir Henry (nodding). Crosses, you know. 

Diana. Ugh! (Viciously jabs in crosses, then rising gives SIR 
Henry letter.) There! (She then crosses in front of Sir Henry 
and sits with HARVEY on settee.) - 

Sir Henry (glancing through letter). Yes—that will do nicely. 


(He puts letter in his pocket, takes out handkerchief, and blows his nose 
at window like a foghorn.) 


Harvey. Will he never burst ? 

Sir Henry (blandly). Thank you. (Picks up Kodak from table 
L.c.) Now, all we want is a snapshot or two. (Goes to chair R.C., 
sits.) 

Harvey (sitting up). Snapshot ? 

Diana (puzzled). You want to photograph us—— % 

Str Henry. Together, you know. ; 

Harvey. Together ? 

Sir Henry. Preferably as I found you this morning—— 

Diana. Ob-h-h!! 

Harvey. Not kissing ? 

Sir Henry (calmly). Of course! Certainly! Why not? 

Diana. But, Uncle ! It’s so degrading ! 

Sir Henry (dryly). Divorce cases usually are. 

Harvey. Besides, there must be some other way. 

Sir Henry. Yes, the usual procedure—is to spend a night at 
a hotel together. 

Diana (shocked). Uncle, how can you ? 

Sir Henry (hastily). I don’t, my dear—I only suggest a harmless 
alternative! ... You see, with letters and a photograph, you 
could never be charged with perjury. You’d simply leave the case 
undefended, and we lawyers would do the rest. 

Diana. Oh, dear, I suppose we must, then. 

Harvey (frantically, jumping up). But, Di!—we can’t... . 
How could we—in cold blood—with that old brute grinning at us ! 

Sir Henry (pretending to be indignant). Grinning? What the 
devil do you mean, sir? D’you think I’m doing this for my own 
amusement ? 

Diana (appealingly). Please, Harvey! ... For my sake! 

Harvey. But we shall feel such bally fools! 

Sr Henry (to Harvey). Well, how would you feel in Court— 
with counsel making fun of you and prurient-minded society women 
giggling and gaping at you ? 

Harvey (sullen). Oh, go ahead, then, 








; 
: 
; 
; 
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(Diana rises, crossing in front of Siz Henry to R. Then Sir Henry 
gets wp and points to his chair, motioning Harvey to sit in it.) 


(From this moment until the end of the Act Sir Hunry puts forth the 
whole power of his masterful, browbeating personality, so that he 
completely dominates the tired, frightened pair, and they become like 
children in his hands.) 


Sir Henry (masterfully). Sit there! Sit there ! 
Harvey. Where 2 : 
Sir Henry. In that chair ! 


(Harvey goes sulkily toR.c. chair and sits there, scowling. Str Henry 
crosses to settee and glares at him like an angry schoolmaster— 
Harvey turns his head away. Then Str Henry beckons to Diana, 
who crosses to HARVEY, timidly, like a nervous amateur at a rehearsal.) 


(Curily.) Sit on his knee. 
Diana (dismayed). On his knee ? 


(She sits on Harvey’s R. knee, timidly.) 


(Sir Henry puts camera on settee—rearranges Diana on Harvey’s 
knee, then returns to settee and takes up camera.) 


Harvey (feebly). But—I say-—— 
Diana (hesitatong). Really, Uncle, I—— 


(She is seated very primly on HaRvey’s knee, luke an old maid in her 
best clothes who takes the extreme edge of a chair because she is not 
sure uf it has been dusted. Harvey supports her gingerly, like a shy 
bachelor holding a baby for the first time. Str Henry steps back i, 
and glares at them gloomily.) 


Sir Henry. Well, go on, make love to each other. 


(He turns aside, fiddling with camera, but they remain just as they are, 
like bashful children, too embarrassed to speak or move. Then he 
swings round and glares at them again.) 


Harvey (feebly). What do you want me to do ? 

Sir Henry (snarling). Kiss her, you fool—kiss her ! ! 
Harvey (miserably). I—I—can’t.... 

Diana (hiding her face). Oh-h! 

Harvey (almost crying). I—I—feel so beastly—shy-—— 


(Screwing up his face, like a child trying to swallow nasty medicine, 
Harvey gives her a timid, perfunctory peck on the cheek.) 


Sir Henry. Bah! That’s how you'd kiss your maiden aunt! 
(To Diana.) Now, Di, give him a little encouragement. Put your 
| arm round his neck. (Puts her left arm round Harvey’s neck and 
poses the other arm.) Cheeks pressed together—both arms round her 
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waist, Mr. Fane—thank you! Keep like that please.... Don’t 
move. 


(Surveys them critically with his head on one side. They still look very 
stiff, angular and unnatural, like marionettes, and their faces are 
ludicrously miserable, ashamed and self-conscious.) 


(Coaxing like a photographer.) Now, look pleasant—smile—-smile— 
please, dreamily! (Both make a ghastly effort to do so, while he gets 
focus with the camera.) That’s better. Tighter round his neck, 
Di. ... Kiss, you young idiots—KISS ! ! 


(Convulswvely they obey him, kissing each other in the midst of their 
sobs, with ludicrous effect. GEOFFREY enters by window c. and 
stands aghast at the sight of his wife and Harvey, who, blinded by 
tears, do not see him, but go on kissing and sobbing hysterically as 
the curtain descends.) 


CURTAIN. 


ACT III 
Scene.—The same; before dinner the evening of the same day. 


(Sir Henry, who is seated in chair R.c., is dramatically describing 
to Mrs. De.isse, who is sitting in chair R., what happened after 
GEOFFREY'S arrival.) 


Sir Henry. Geoff stood here, you know—absolutely dumb- 
founded! ... Then he made a rush at Fane, but I flung my 
arms round him and held him while the youngster bolted ! 

Mrs. DELIssE (anxiously). Well? Yes—go on! 

Sm Henry. Well, I clung to him like a bull-dog—but at last 
he broke away ! 

Mrs. Deuisse. Yes, yes!—What did he do ? 

Str Henry. Smashed a couple of ornaments. 

Mrs. Deuissz. Is that all ? 

Sir Henry. All? My dear Helen, they were valuable vases— 


and he smashed them to smithereens! ... However, I managed 
to calm him down—and made him promise not to attack the lad 
again. 


Mrs. Deuisse. But what about Di ? 

Sir Henry. Oh, she missed all that—ran to her room and locked 
herselfin. I’ve promised to show him their “love letters ” presently ! 
Mrs. DE.issE (shocked). Henry, you mustn’t! That’s beyond a 
joke. 

: Sm Henry. I’m not doing it as a joke—it’s a punishment. 

Mrs. Detissz. But haven’t you punished them enough ? 

Str Henry. Pardon me, Helen, I am the best judge of that. 

Mrs. DELIssE (impatiently). Oh, you’re the most pig-headed man 
alive ! 

Sm Henry. Now, don’t lose your temper, Helen. No doubt 
it’s very annoying to you—to find all your predictions falsified. 

Mrs. DewissEe (bridling). My predictions falsified! How ? 

Sir Henry. Oh, don’t pretend you’ve forgotten how you ridi- 
culed the whole project! Why, you kept saying it wouldn’t work ! 

Mrs. Detiss. And neither has it! 

Sir Henry. On the contrary, it has succeeded beyond my wildest 
anticipations! Look at them! Did you ever see a young couple 
so thoroughly frightened and miserable? It’s a perfect joy to watch 
them! (Rubs his hands gleefully.) 
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Mrs. Detisse (indignantly). Is that why you’re prolonging it ? 
For your own—senile amusement ? 

Sir Henry (angrily—half rising). Senile——! 

Mrs. Deuissze. Well, for your own amusement, then ? 

Sir Henry (strongly—settling himself again). They'll remember 
this day as long as they live! 

Mrs. Deuissz. Yes, and so will you, Ifancy!... (Harnestly.) 
Take my advice, Henry—don’t wait until things get worse. 

Sir Henry (crritably). Dve told you before that I don’t want 
your confounded advice! ... (Rises.) I beg your pardon, Helen, 
but I know what I’m doing. And when the right moment comes 
—not before—I shall give them a frank explanation, and all will 
be well. (Turns t.c.) 

Mrs. Detisse (with an hysterical litile laugh). Ahaha! I can 
just see them thanking you—with tears of gratitude in their eyes ! 

Sir Henry (angrily). At your age, Helen, sarcasm is neither 
dignified nor becoming! (To Cc.) 

Mrs. DELissE (rising—furiously). Indeed? Then I won’t inflict 
my society on you ! (Goes to door R.) 

Sir Henry. No doubt you have letters to write before dinner— 
Mrs. Delisse ! 

Mrs. DrE.isseE (trembling with wrath). How good of you to remind 
me—Sw Henry ! 





(They glare at each other a moment. Then PinKER enters door L. and 
stands watching until Mrs. DELISSE sweeps out door R., then she 
crosses in front of Sir Henry, looking after Mrs. DELIssE.) 


PINKER (turning—insolently). Ah! So now you’ve given her the 
pip—-same as you have all the others ! 

Sir Henry (angrily). What the devil do you mean? (Down 
L.C. 

PINKER (shrilly—advancing). Ill tell you what I mean! I want 
them notes—that’s what I mean! And don’t you swear at me, 
neither! You’re not in yer old police court now, you know. 

Sir Henry (controlling himself with an effort). Notes ? 

Pinker, Yes, the bank-notes you give me and took away again ! 
I’ve asked you for ’em a dozen times—and you don’t put me off 
no longer ! 

Sir Henry. But, my good girl 

Pinker. Pinker’s my name ! 

Sm Henry. Well, Pinker, I’m afraid you’re under a slight mis- 
apprehension 

PINKER (R.¢.). Oh no, I’m not. I done all your dirty work for 
you—and a bargain’s a bargain, that’s what I say! And don’t 
try none of your innocent games on me, so just you fork out ! 

Sir Henry (L.0.—with a cunning twinkle). Ah, you weren’t behind 
the door when the brains were given out, hey? Well, neither was 
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I, my girl—(takes £5 bank-notes from case)—neither wasI! (Chuck- 
ling as he gives her a fiver.) Here—you certainly earned it. 

PINKER (angrily). What’s this ? 

Sir Henry (calmly). Five pounds. 

PINKER (furious). You give me twenty—and borrowed it back ! 
You’ve got to gimme the other fifteen ! 

Sir Henry. Oh no, I haven’t, Pinker. You said you’d have 
done it for a fiver if I’d stood out. Well—I’m standing out now ! 

PINKER (almost speechless). Oh-h-h ! 

Sir Henry (cockily). After all, you see, I’m not so easily bluffed. 

PINKER (shaking her fist in his face). Oh, you old thief! You 
old—— How dare you rob a poor honest girl! 

Sir Henry (strongly). Now, no impertinence—— ! 

PINKER (almost erying). You gimme that money—or I'll put Alf 
on your track! 

Sir Henry. And no threats either! (Masterfully.) Dve got 
your measure, my girl, and if you attempt blackmail I shall know 
how to deal with you! 

PINKER (whimpering). Oh, please, please, Sir Henry! Youdunno 
what that money means to me! (Swallowing.) Only last night—I 
dreamt I was acting with Duggie Fairbanks! (Kneels melodramati- 
cally, clutching at his trousers.) Oh, Sir Henry, Sir Henry ! 

Sir Henry (¢mpatiently). That'll do! 





(He jerks trousers from her grasp and fusses with them, smoothing them 
out, while PINKER goes through the stereotyped gestures of tragic grief 
as practised by fifth-rate film actresses.) 


Get up—and don’t be a fool! 
(PINKER gets up, sullen and pouting.) 


(Quietly.) You’ve been well paid, Pinker—and, if you don’t want 
the sack, I should advise you to hold your tongue... . Not that 
it matters to me. But so long as you are here, you will please 
behave like an ordinary sensible domestic. 


(PINKER drops him a meek little curtsey, but there is a dangerous 
gleam in her eye as she goes to the door L. with her chin in the air.) 


Pinker. Yes, Sir Henry. (Zurning at door.) Is there anything 
else ? 
 Srr Henry. Leave me, Pinker. 

Pinker. Very good, Sir Henry. Thank you, Sir Henry. 


(She goes out L. door but shakes her fist at his unconscious back, before 
finally departing.) 


(Sir Henry preens himself and addresses his own reflection in the 
: mirror at the fireplace.) 
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Str Henry. Ha! Nothing like a little firmness. 


(GroFFREY enters from L.U.E. quickly, looking “all on edge.’’) 


GEOFFREY (L.C.). Oh, there you are, Uncle! I want to see those 
letters, please—you said you’d show them to me. 

Sm Henry. Yes, but wait a minute—there were certain condi- 
tions, Geoff. 

GrorrREY. Dammit, I’ve promised not to touch him while 
you’re in the house! Isn’t that enough ? 

Sir Henry (coming to R.c. down stage and producing letter). Well 
—ah—hum—that’s Di’s handwriting, eh ? 

GEOFFREY (snatching letter and going R.). Yes! (Reads letter 
rapidly to himself and collapses in chair R.) Good Lord ! 

Sir Henry (who has passed a little L. as GEOFFREY crosses him— 
turns). Come, you mustn’t take it too much to heart. 

GEOFFREY (wildly). She calls him “ Ba-Ba.” 

Sir Henry. Yes, silly name—isn’t it ? 

GEOFFREY (jumping wp—teeth and hands clenched. Takes vase 
from table BR. as if to smash it). Oh-h-h-h-h! Tl Ba-ba him! 

Sir Henry (going quickly up ©. to table R.—taking vase from GEorF- 
FREY nervously). My wedding present. Now remember your 
promise! (Coming c. at back with vase.) 

GEOFFREY (down to fire—grinding his teeth). But Ba-Ba, Uncle. 
Ba-Ba !! 

Sir Henry (airily). Some allusion, perhaps, to his being a black 
sheep. 

GEOFFFEY (too stunned to notice his flippancy). And he calls her 
Icky Wicky !! 

Smr Henry. Why not Icky Wicky? A rose by that particular 
name would make you equally angry. 

GEOFFREY (angrily). Are you trying to be funny ? Good heavens 
—haven’t you any sense of decency ? 

Sir Henry. My dear boy—— 

Grorrrey. Look at this—she sends him cuddley kisses! What 
the devil are cuddley kisses ? 

Str Henry. Oh, don’t ask me! I’m a bachelor. 

GEOFFREY (excitedly. Crossing u. front of settee). You know! 
You know as well as I do! And I’ve seen her do it—lots of times ! 


(Sir Henry puts vase on table t.) 


Sir Henry. What? (Down a little c.) 

GEOFFREY (L.C.). Kiss the damn pillow and pretend it’s his 
beautiful face! Oh, Pll give him such a beautiful face—presently ! 
(Groaning.) And she dreams lovely dreams about him! (Still 
referring to letter.) 

Str Henry (fo R.c.). Well, she can’t help her dreams, 
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Grorrrey. Yes, she can. No nice woman ever dreams about 
any man but her husband. (c.) 

Sir Henry. Still, if it’s nothing worse than a dream—— 

GrorrrEY. Nothing worse! Listen! (Reads from letter.) 
Geoff suspects nothing—Aha! But he knows now, my lady! Yes, 
you can be “ patient and very careful ”’—but your husband knows 
everything now! (Picks up vase from table L. as if to smash it.) 

Sir Henry. Oh, no, he doesn’t! Not by a long chalk! 

Grorrrey. What! (A litile pause. Puts vase back on table.) 
There can’t be anything worse? (Coming down c.) Uncle, you 
don’t mean to say there are others—besides Fane—— ? 

Sir Henry. No, no, no! But suppose you read his letter first. 
(Gives GEOFFREY letter and then turns up R. to back and across to 
table L. and hides the vase under the table. After this business of Sir 
HeEnry’s, GEOFFREY moves to L.) 

GEOFFREY (crushing letter in his fist). Well, this settles it! .. . 
You see what he says—about a mole on her neck ? 

Srr Henry (R.c. down stage). Yes ? 

GEOFFREY (excitedly). Well, I’m her husband, remember—I’ve 
been married to her three years—and I’ve never seen a mole on her 
anywhere! (Both men together c.) 

Sir Henry. Perhaps you’re short-sighted. 

Grorrrey. No! But she evidently has one—and he’s seen it 
and I haven’t! What do you think of that ? 

Sir Henry. Well, I think you’re making a mountain out of a 
molehill. 

GEOFFREY (exasperated). Oh, don’t be funny! Good Lord! 
Can’t you realize what these letters mean? (Shakes letters at hum.) 
Think of it, man! Think how they must have been going the 

ace. 
: Sir Henry (quietly). Like you and Joan, eh ? 
GrorrrEy. Rot! ‘There’s no comparison! We were only 


: pretending. 
Sir Henry. Now, do you expect anyone to believe that ? 
Grorrrey. No, I don’t—but it’s true, all the same!... And 


yet, when Di sees me kissing that innocent girl—not a real kiss 
mind, but just a harmless bit of make-believe 
Smr Henry (coughing sceptically). Ahem ! 
| Grorrrey (ignoring interruption). What does she do—what does 
she do?... Pretends to be heartbroken—treats me like a dog— 
won’t see me—won’t listen to me—kicks me out of my own house 
-—and then has the infernal cheek to threaten me with a bogus 
divorce action! ... Why? WHY, I ask you-—? 
_ $m Henry. Aha! 
GrorrreyY (repeating quickly). Aha!! Because she wants to get 
rid of me—that’s why! ... Because she wants to get rid of me 
—while she poses as an injured martyr! .., And all the time 
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she’s been carrying on—carrying on behind my back with that 
anemic little bounder Oh-h, the hypocrisy of it! 


(He rushes again for vase, tablet. It isnot there—business of throwing 
down an imaginary vase.) 





Sir Henry (soothingly). Now, now, my dear fella 

GEOFFREY (C., shaking both his clenched fists in the air). Ah-h-h-h! 
I’m not a jealous man! (Going close to Sir Henry.) By Gad, no 
one can say that -of me! 

Srr Henry. No, no—I’m sure 

Georrrey. But this—this—this is beyond everything ! 








(He rolls over on the settee, ruffling his hair, and grinding his teeth 
hikeamadman. Str Henry regards him for a moment with perplexed 
alarm, as he might regard a baby in convulsions ; pats his shoulder 
timidly ; then failing in his efforts to sooth, he turns quickly wp 
stage, secures vase from under the table and places it in GEOFFREY'S 
arms as though he were restoring a child to its mother’s arms.) 


Sir Henry. Do try to be calm! 

Grorrrey. Calm! (Jumping up, he 1s about to throw the vase 
at Str Henry—who exits hurriedly c. GEOFFREY shouts after him, 
having followed to c.) I am calm! I’ve never been calmer in 
my life!! 


(The; door R. is pushed slightly open and Harvey puts his head round. 
His expression is timid and rather scared, although he is grinning 
affably.) 


(Placing vase on table L.c. and grinning at him fiendishly.) Yes! 
Come in, little Ba-Ba! Don’t funk it! ... Your precious hide 
won’t be tanned yet—you dear, beautiful little Ba-Ba! (He keeps 
clenching and unclenching his fists, as if itching to assault the other.) 

Harvey (entering). Oh, I say, chuck it, Geoff—I loathe the 
beastly name! I protested most strongly, I can assure you. 

GEOFFREY (advancing from ©. a little). You protested—against 
my wife addressing you as Ba-Ba ? 

Harvey (nervously creeping up R. behind chairs towards table u.c.). 
Yes, of course I did—wouldn’t you? Such a footling name, isn’t 
it? And as for Icky Wicky—well, if Di hadn’t insisted on it her- 
self—— 

GEOFFREY (who has followed a little, round chair R.c.). What ?! 

That’s a lie—and you know it. 

Harvey. I beg your pardon ? 

GrorrrEY. Ah, I see your little game! You’re going to blame 
Di—pretend it was all her fault, and you were just an innocent 
victim—like Joseph and Potiphar’s wife, eh? You little cur! 

Harvey. Not at all, I (Getting behind table t.c.) 

GEOFFREY (Cc. up stage—interrupting). Look here! You can 
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skulk behind a woman’s skirt to-day! But to-morrow Uncle Henry 
goes home—and then you'll have me to reckon with ! 

Harvey (dismayed). But, my dear chap, Di and myself—— 

GEOFFREY (furious). Don’t call her Di. 

Harvey. All right, Geoff 

Grorrrey. And don’t call me Geoff! 

Harvey. Oh, very well. But I mean to say—we both understood 
from Sir Henry: (Coming quickly to GEoFFREY c.) By Jove, 
I wonder if there’s been a mistake somewhere ! 

GEorrrey. Mistake! (Grabs him by collar and thrusts letters 
under his nose.) Look at these letters, you hound! (Shakes him 
and brings him down u.c.) What the devil to you mean by writing 
this muck to my wife! (Throws him on to settee.) 

Harvey (bewildered). Well, ’'m dashed! ... Don’t you like 
it ? 

‘Grorrrey. Like it—I (Grabs cushions at R. end of settee, 
throws them down, tramples on them.) 

Harvey (delighted). My dear old thing, I quite agree with you ! 
I said myself it was the most ghastly tripe—but of course my opinion 
was ignored! ... Well, I’m jolly glad you think so—and that’s 
one thing we can shake hands on, isn’t it ? 











(He offers his hand, but GrorrrEey merely glares at him.) 


GEOFFREY (abruptly): Great Scot! Why didn’t I think of that 
before ? 

Harvey (puzzled). Think of what ? 

Grorrrey. I promised Uncle I wouldn’t thrash you while he 
was in the house. But he’s not in the house! He’s gone out. 
He’s outside—right outside. (He takes off his coat, throws wt on chawr 
R.c. and proceeds to roll up his shirt sleeves. As he is doing this 
Harvey in terror gets down from settee and, on all-fours, creeps round 
its L. end and up to table u.c. He gets behind it, only his head showing.) 

Harvey. But, look here—you aren’t still peeved with me, are 

ou ? 
Y GEOFFREY (grimly). Aren’t I? 

Harvey. Hang it, your wife and I have done everything you 
could possibly expect of us—and yet you keep on grousing ! 


(GeoFFREY walks down u. finishing rolling his sleeves. Harvey slips 
away from table to R.) 


GEOFFREY (turning at L. end of settee and advancing on him gloat- 
ingly to t.c.). Yes! 

Harvey (behind rR. side of chair R.c.). You asked for those letters 
—and of course if they won’t do, we can let you have something 
hotter, you know. 

GEoFFREY (seeing red). Hotter! (Rushing at him.) That’s 
enough! Put your hands up! 
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(To GEorFREY’s amazement, Harvey slips aside and seizes him in a 
paralysing ju-jitsu grip, which subjects him to intense pain and in 
a few moments would break his arm.) 


(Gasping.) Stop!... What are you doing ? 
Harvey. Ju-jitsu, old thing. 
GEOFFREY (sullenly). All right—I give you best. 


(Harvey releases him.) 


Harvey (c.—apologetically). Sorry! It’s not very sporting, I 
know. 

GEOFFREY (bitterly). Oh, you’re a clever little devil. (Crosses 
to R.) 

Harvey. Oh, it’s nothing really. 

GrorrrEY. This doesn’t end it! 


(Harvey offers coat. Baffled and ashamed, GEOFFREY snatches coat, 
pulls down his shirt sleeves and commences to put it on.) 


(Diana enters from door u. quickly.) 


Diana (alarmed). Geoff, you haven’t been fighting ? 

GEOFFREY (R.—sulkily). No, I haven’t had the chance. (Puts 
on coat.) 

Harvey (turning sheepishly, to Diana). It’s nothing—just a mis- 
understanding. He doesn’t like those letters. 

Diana. Oh! (Picking up settee cushions, To GEOFFREY.) 
What’s wrong withthem ? Aren’t they sufficiently—compromising ? 

GEOFFREY (with bitter irony). Oh, yes, thanks—perfectly ! 

Diana. Well, then I wish you’d made up your mind what you 
do want! I’m sure we’ve gone far enough to satisfy you. (Gives 
cushions to Harvey, and crosses him to ©.) 

GrorrRey. Satisfy me! (Wild laugh.) 

Diana (passionately). Yes! And after you’ve insulted and 
humiliated me—after you’ve killed my love and every atom of my 
respect for you—only a weak fool of a woman would hesitate to take 
the final step ! 

GrorrrEY. The final step—— ? 

Diana. You know what I mean! ... Tve endured so much 
to-day! ... Iset my teeth and went through with it somehow 
—but further I can’t go! (Breaks down.) I can’t do it, Geoff—I 
can’t. (Sits on chair B.C.) 

Grorrrey. You can’t do what ? 

Diana. Spend the night at an hotel with him! (Buries her face 
in her hands. Puteously.) But, Geofi—what are you going to do ? 


(GEOFFREY goes wp R. and round to c. window.) ° 


GEOFFREY (at back c.). Do? I’m going to learn Ju-jitsu! And, 
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as you're both so precious sensitive, you needn’t sleep at an hotel 
to-night—because I’m going to leave this house for good ! 

BANE: Ah!... Then you still believe these vile things of 
us ? 

GEOFFREY (wp C.). It isn’t a question of belief—your letters prove 
it! And I saw you myself—on that very chair! 

Diana (jumping up). On this chair! (Goes down R.) Oh, how 
can you be such a hypocrite? You know Uncle Henry arranged 
that—— 

Harvey (to Grorrrey). Yes, and you came butting in—and 
ruined the picture ! 

GEOFFREY (after a pause comes down to frontc.). Look here, there’s 
something behind this—something I don’t understand. I’ve been 
racking my brains—wondering what the devil you were both driving 
at ! 

Harvey. Well ? 

GrorFREY. Well, what’s all this about pictures—and sham 
letters—and Uncle Henry? It’s an absolute mystery to me! 

Harvey (knowingly). Oh, no, it isn’t! 

GEOFFREY. My dear chap, I know nothing about it—nothing 
whatever ! 

Harvey (startled). I say, you don’t mean that, really ? 

Grorrrey. Yes, really—I give you my word, Fane! 

Harvey. But didn’t you tell Sir Henry——? By Jove, wasn’t 
it true then ? 

GEOFFREY (excitedly). What, man—WHAT ? 

Harvey. Why, he told us this morning you were batty on 
divorcing Di—— 

GzorrrEY. This morning!... Uncle told you that this 
morning ? 

Harvey. Yes, and he said you were going to desert her—unless 
we gave you this faked evidence. 

GEOFFREY (with suppressed anger and amazement). Oh-h-h! (To 
Diana.) Is that right ? 

Diana. Yes! 

GEOFFREY (excitedly). On your honour, both of you? 

gas (together). Yes! (Both advance to GEOFFREY.) 

Gzorrrey. Well, if Uncle told you that—it was a damned lie! 

Diana. Geoff! 

Harvey. By gosh——! f 

Gzorrrey. This morning I knew nothing of your—love-making. 
(Rings—crossing to fireplace infront of Diana and touching push-bell.) 

Diana (turning to Grorrrey). Love-making!.... Harvey 
kissed me once, that’s all—-- ee 

Harvey (advancing to c.). Strongly against her inclination—— 

Diana. And Uncle saw us—didn’t he tell you ? 
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GEOFFREY (returning in front of Diana to below chair R.¢.), No. 
It wasn’t until this afternoon—that chair business, and those 

letters—— 

Diana. Uncle dictated them himself-——- 

Harvey. And stage-managed the chair. 

GEOFFREY (with swppressed anger). Well, he made me think it 
was all genuine—and, by Gad, he rubbed it in too! 

Diana. But why—— ? 

Harvey. Yes, what was his object ? 


(PINKER enters door L.) 

GEoFFREY. Heaven knows! He must be mad: (Rapping 
out at Pinker.) Sir Henry back yet ? 

Pinker. No, sir. 

GrorrREY. As soon as he comes in, ask him to come here. 

Pinker. Yes, sir. 

GrorrREy. At once—you understand ? 

Pinker. Yes, sir. I'll tell him. 





(PINKER exits L. door looking scared and uneasy.) 


Harvey. I say, he hasn’t half had us on toast! (To 1.) 

Diana (down R.). But, Geoff, if you didn’t know anything this 
morning, why did you go away ? 

GEOFFREY (C.). Because he told me the same lie about you. 

Drana (puzzled). What ? 

GEOFFREY. That you were going to divorce me for kissing Joan. 

Diana. Joan! . 

GrorrrEY. Didn’t you know ? 

Diana (with heaving breast and flashing eyes). No! 

GEOFFREY. Damn! (Goes up c., then returns to Diana, leaning 
on back of chair B.C.) 

Harvey. Uncle Henry again ! 

GEOFFREY (sheepishly). Well, I kissed her—once or twice. 

Harvey. Five times. 

Grorrrey. How do you know ? 

Harvey. She told me. 

Diana (reproachfully). Harvey ! 

Harvey (apologetically). In confidence !! 

GEOFFREY. Well, five perhaps—I didn’t count—— 

Diana. Too busy, I suppose ! 

GroFrREY. Rot! It wasn’t serious ! 

Diana. Oh, it’s wicked—detestable ! 

GEOFFREY (indignantly). What about you two ? 

Diana.  That’s different—— 

Harvey. Five to one! 

GEOFFREY. One! Do you suppose I believe that ? 

Diana (shrugging). Please yourself. 
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GEOFFREY. We were—just pretending. 

Diana. So you say. 

GEOFFREY. Pretending she was a kid again—and I forgot myself 
for a second. 

Diana. A second ! 

GEOFFREY. I said a second. 

Diana. Ha, ha! Five kisses to a second—sixty seconds to a 
minute—sixty minutes to an hour—and how many hours were you 
—forgetting yourself? (Goes wp R. and then to back of R.c. chair as 
GEOFFREY crosses to RB.) 

GEOFFREY (down B.). No more than you’ve spent with Harvey. 

Diana. As a matter of fact I was sending him away—and he 
begged for one kiss—to help him keep straight ! 

GEoFFREY. To help him keep straight... . Jupiter! That’s 
rich ! 

Diana (c.). Besides, what right have you to criticize? You've 
been much worse than we have—you can’t deny it. (Comes down 
to GEOFFREY.) 

Grorrrey. I do deny it—absolutely. 

Diana. You would. (Up c.) You're the sort of man who 
would deny anything. 

Grorrrey. Naturally, if I haven’t done it. 

Diana. Ah, that’s the point. 

GEOFFREY. Well, what do you accuse me of doing ? 

Diana. Never mind—but don’t imagine that owr conduct excuses 
yours (Down Cc.) 

Harvey. Because it doesn’t ! 





(Diana and Harvey both advance to GEOFFREY down R.) 


GEOFFREY. I never said it did. 

Harvey. Oh, yes, you did! (Lurns away to t.) 

GEOFFREY. Pardon me, I did not! 

Diana. Oh, Geoffrey, how can you? (Goes over L. to HARVEY.) 

Greorrrey. And if it comes to that, neither is your conduct 
excused by ours. (following Diana and HARVEY L.) 

Diana. Not in the least. 

Harvey. Ah, but we said it first ! 

Diana. Don’t be absurd, Harvey. 

Grorrrey. Anyway, so far as Joan is concerned—— 

Diana (angrily). Oh-h, you and your Joan——! 

GEoFFREY (sharply). Oblige me by not calling her my Joan, 

lease ! 

Z Diana. I shall call her what I like—the little cat! 
GEoFrFREY (hotly). You won’t call her a cat in my presence ! 
Diana (hysterically defiant). Won't I? 

Grorrrey (through clenched teeth). No! 
Diana. ,That’s right! Bully me—and stick up for her! 
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(Turns to R. of 





GzorrrEy. I only ask you to be fair to her 


chair B.C.) 
Diana (to u.c.). Fair! ... And this afternoon she lectured 
me——! (To Harvey.) Didn’t she—you heard her ? 


(HaRvEY nods.) 


She dared to do that—(to Grorrrey)—on the very day she was 
flirting with you! ... Was that fair? ... Oh-h, wait till I see 
her! (Goes up co. hurriedly and angrily.) 


(Joan comes in, happy and unsuspicious, c. from u. Diana drops 
back to behind chair, 8.0.) 


Joan (in window): Hulloa, everybody! Going for a walk before 
dinner ? 
Harvey (eagerly). Yes—I am—(catches D1ana’s eye)—presently. 


(Both men stand tense and awkward as Diana stiffens at JOAN.) 


Joan. What’s the matter? ... You look just like a lot of 
Robots ! 

GEOFFREY. Do we? (Signals behind Diana to JoAN to go.) 

Joan. Ye-es—er—perhaps I’m intruding—— (Starts to go.) 

Diana. No!... You're not intruding. As it happens, we 
were just discussing you (In speaking, Diana gets above JOAN, 
who drops down a little c. with her back to audience.) 

Joan. Oh! (Backing down.) 

Diana. And your behaviour with my husband! (Following her.) 





(Harvey steals up to oc. at back by u. end of settee.) 


Joan. Di! ... You—you don’t believe—— (She has reached 
a position below R. end of settee.) 

Diana (¢.). Oh-h, people believe such horrid things, don’t they ? 
(Viciously.) You said that yourself to-day! Didn’t she, Harvey ? 

Harvey. Yes. (Coming down R.c. between Diana and GEOFFREY.) 

Joan (hanging her head). Yes. 

Diana (sneering). Yes, it’s so easy to get oneself talked about— 
and they seem to think you’ve encouraged him ! 

Joan (nodding remorsefully). I did. 

Grorrrey. Nonsense! Let her alone, Di! 

Joan. No, it serves me right—it serves me right! (Zo Diana, 
wmploringly.) Oh, won’t you forgive me? Do! I’m so sorry! 

Diana (fiercely). Tell me the truth then! How often has he 
kissed you? Quick! Answer me! 


(GrorFREY and Harvey, standing together R., frantically signal to 
Joan behind D1ana’s back, putting both hands to their temples and 
waggling fingers.) 





3 
; 
4 
; 
1 
4 
4 
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Joan. How often? Oh, once or twice—— (Sees signals.) No, 
ten times—(Bus. GEOFFREY and Harvey)—I mean twenty ! 

Diana. Twenty! : 

Joan (confused by the signals). Well, it may have been forty—I 
don’t remember. 

Diana. Forty! (Turns suddenly round, nearly catching the men 
signalling.) And you said five! 


(Lo pass off their signalling, both men pretend to be smoothing their 
hawr, etc.) 


GEOFFREY. No—er—Harvey said that—— 

Harvey. Er—I said forty-five—no! one! 

GEOFFREY (R., blustering). Besides, that’s only a detail. It’s the 
principle of the thing that’s so dashed unfair. I mean when you 
and Harvey kiss—you seem to think you’re both saints. But when 
it’s. Joan and me—then we’re miserable sinners ! 

Drana (scornfully). Not miserable! Ive no doubt’you revelled 
in your—four hundred kisses ! 

GEoFFREY. Four hundred! Oh, come—— ! 

Joan. Four hundred! 

Harvey. I say, you needn’t pile it on, Di! 

Diana (furiously, to Harvey). Ah! So you’re going over to 
her side, are you? Well, you’re welcome to. (Hysterically.) And. 
I daresay she’ll give you forty thousand kisses, if you ask her! 
(Advances on Harvey, who dodges away behind chair R.0. and over 

towards table u.c. Diana goes round and stops back of chair B.C.) 

Joan. Geoff wasn’t to blame—he couldn’t help it. 

Diana (bitterly—to Joan). Oh, does he find you so—irresistible ? 

Joan. He only pretended to this morning. 

GEOFFREY (R.). (triumphantly). There you are! 

Diana (scornfully, to Joan coming from behind chair to C.). 

Thanks! ... I admire the way you—back each other up! 


(PINKER comes in door L. hurriedly and very agitated.) 


PinKER (to Grorrrey). Sir Henry’s come in, sir—— 
Grorrrey. Uncle! 


(Diana turns R. to fire. GrorrREy advances to c., meeting PINKER, 
who advances to him in front of JOAN.) 


Harvey. (up u.c.) Oh, tinketty-very-much-tonk ! 

_Grorrrey (to Pinker). You've given him my message ? 
Pinker. Yes, sir, and he says he’ll be here in a few minutes. . 
Diana. A few minutes ! 

| Gzorrrey. Ah, now we shall hear something! (Strongly.) By 
| George, if he doesn’t tell the whole truth now—I’ll show him up. 
| Tl have him prosecuted ! 

| Povxer (panic-stricken). Oh, sir! Ob, ma’am! 
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Diana. What’s the matter? (Comes to R. down stage.) 
Pinker. Sir Henry, ma’am! (Wrings her hands.) 
Grorrrey. Yes, go on—go on! 

Pinker. He’s got me into trouble—oh, I knew he would ! 


(Strangled sob from Pinker and chorus of amazement from the others.) 


Diana. Pinker! What on earth do you mean ? 

GroFFREY. Got you into trouble ? 

Diana. You must be mad! 

PINKER (c.—wildly). Yes, I was mad, ma’am, to trust him— 
but how did I know what he was up to ? 


(Harvey comes down to Joan back of settee. JOAN sits.) 


(Sob.) He took me by surprise—rushed me off me feet, like. (Sob.) 

GEOFFREY (R.C.). Well, if that isn’t the limit—— ! 

Diana. Oh, I can’t believe Uncle would be capable of such a 
thing ! 

Pinker. But, ma’am, it’s the first time I done anything wrong 
—and I didn’t mean no harm. (Sob.) Itold him I was particular 
about me character, but he said no one wouldn’t ever know—and 
him being a legal gentleman, I believed him! (Z'wosobs.) And he 
give me those bank-notes, ma’am—I couldn’t resist bank-notes—and 
told me to say the master done it. 

GEOFFREY. WHAT!!! (Another chorus of amazement and indig- 
nation.) He told you to say it was me 

Pinker. Yes, but don’t be hard on me, sir—I didn’t think you’d 
mind. 

GEOFFREY. Oh!... What else did he tell you to say ? 

Pinker. Only that you wanted me to—(sob)—perjure meself— 
in your divorce case, sir. 

Harvey (to c. between GEOFFREY and PINKER—excitedly). Divorce 
case! By Jove! I see it all now! We’ve misunderstood her! 

GEOFFREY (R.0.). How ? 

Harvey. Why, she only means those questions Uncle asked her 
to-day! (Zo Diana.) You remember them, Di ? 

Diana (relieved). Yes, of course! How silly of us! I thought 
Uncle couldn’t have—— 

Joan (on settee). No—or Pinker either. 

PINKER (beginning to realize and turning to her). I beg pardon, 
Miss Joan 

Harvey (to Pinker, interrupting her). Look here, Sir Henry paid 
you to say yes to all his questions—that’s all you meant, wasn’t it ? 

Pinxer. Yes, sir; but—— 

Harvey (triwmphantly to the others). There you are, you see! 
She meant that all the time! 

Pinker (furious). Excuse me, Mr. Harvey, siz—what did you 
THINK I meant ? 
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(Harvey, nonplussed, clutches nervously at his mouth and turns up 
stage. Ihe others also look embarrassed and turn their faces from 
PINKER.) 


Harvey. Oh—er—nothing; it’s all right, Pinker. 

PINKER (volubly). Begging your pardon, sir, it’s not ail right, 
and if the master’s going to prosecute Sir Henry—and me get into 
disgrace because of it 

GEOFFREY (cutting her short). That will do, Pinker. How much 
did he pay you? 

Pinker. Twenty pounds, sir—but he sneaked it back again—all 
excepting five. 





(Mrs. DELISSE enters door R.) 


GEOFFREY. He gave you twenty pounds—and took a rebate of 
fifteen? How like a lawyer! 

Mrs. DetissE. Who was that? (Surprised—goes front of DIANA 
to below chatr B.C.) 

GzorFReY. I'll explain—presently. Pinker, you can go. 

PinKER. But excuse me, sir—— 

GEOFFREY. We'll deal with your case presently. 


(PINKER reluctantly goes out door L.) 


(Wrathfully.) Could anyone wmagine Uncle Henry doing a thing 
like that? (Passes behind chair R.c. to DIANA R.) 2 

Mrs. Detisse. May I inquire—— ? 

Joan. I think you were extremely silly to believe him. Why, 
when mother tried it on me, I simply laughed at her. 

Mrs. Deuisse. My dear Joan 

Grorrrey. But your mother can’t bluff like Uncle Henry. 

Joan. Can’t she? You don’t know her. 

Mrs. Deuissze. These unsolicited testimonials. ... (Sits chair 
R.C.) 

Harvey. He’s some bluffer. 

Grorrrey. Bluffer? He—he’s an infernal liar ! 

Mrs. Detisse. Poor Henry! What’s he been doing now ? 

JOAN (indignantly). He thinks Geoffrey’s in love with me. 

Diana. And that I’m in love with Harvey. (At R. of Mrs. 
DELISSE’s chair.) 

Mrs. DetissE (soothingly). Yes, yes, dear! I know. 

Diana. You know? 

Mrs. DetissE. I’ve been behind the scenes. 

Joan. Mother always knows. 

Harvey (alarmed). I say ... d’you mean that ? 

Grorrrey (to Mrs. Deuisse). Why didn’t you warn us ? 

Mrs. DruissE, I was pledged to secrecy. (Thoughtfully.). But 





84 THE UNFAIR SEX. [Act III. 


Henry’s a little bit above himself. It might do him good to be 
humbled in the dust. 

Joan. Why? (Leaves settee and crosses fo Mrs. Deisse tL. of 
her chair.) 


Mrs. Deuisse. I hope to marry him—some day. It isn’t policy. 


to marry a man who thinks he can always get his own way. 

Joan. But, mother! Why ? 

Mrs. Deuisse. You baby!... So that when he comes a 
cropper I could kiss the place and make it well. ... Isn’t that a 
woman’s mission in life ? 

‘Guorrrey.. My word! He’ll havea sore place to be kissed when 
I’ve done with him. 

Harvey. Id like to kick him. 

Mrs. DeissE. You'd like to get a bit of your own back ? 

Omnes. Rather ! 


(Harvey gets between Mrs. Devisse and Join who rests against R. 
end of settee.) 


Mrs. Detisse. He made you all look supremely ridiculous. 

Diana. Sending Geoff to that horrible hotel... . (Turns to 
GEOFFREY, getting on his RB.) 

Greorrrey. Talking to Di about the birth-rate. 

Harvey. Ba-Ba! Making me sign myself Ba-Ba ! 

Mrs. Detisse. It was scandalous ! 

GEOFFREY. Outrageous ! 

Mrs. Deuisse. And then telling all those—those whoppers. 

GzorrreY. I prefer the plain Anglo-Saxon word: Lies! What 
he hears daily in the Divorce Court is child’s play to what he’ll hear 
from us. 

Mrs. Deuissz. No, kill him with kindness. By the way, are you 
two reconciled yet ? 

GrorrreEy (deliriously.) Idunno. (Zo Diana.) Are we ? 


(Harvey, who has been on Mrs. DEuissx’s L., turns to JOAN.) 


Diana (looking at him). I’m not sure. Are we ? 

GEOFFREY (exasperated). Isn’t that just like a woman ? 

Mrs. DELISSE (quietly). Why not treat herasa woman? (Rises.) 
GEOorrreY (surprised). Eh ? 

Mrs. Detissz. Kiss her ! 


(Mrs. DexissE, Joan and Harvey go up stage Cc.) 


GzorrrEY. By Jove! I never thought of that. Di, will you 
forgive me? (On Diana’su. He puts his hands out to her, she takes 
them and he draws her to B.0.) 

Diana. Geoflrey! (They embrace.) aeoiren look up there. 
(She points up.) 


1 lace la 


eT se Nee 


even . a 
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(GrorrRey’s gaze follows the direction of her finger ; she whispers in 
his ear.) 


GEOFFREY (delighted). Di darling, you don’t mean it! Why 
didn’t you tell me? (Embraces her again.) That’s one up on Uncle 
Henry. 

Mrs. DELissE (coming down to Grorrrey). And now if you’ve 
quite finished .. . i: 

GrorFREY. Only just begun. (Hmbraces Diana again.) 

Mrs. DELISSE (stopping him). One moment! What about Uncle 
Henry ? 

GEOFFREY (grimly). Ah! Yes. How ? 

Mrs. Deuissz. Hoist him with his own petard. He tried, by 
frightening you, to keep you out of the Divorce Court. Couldn’t 
you find a way to frighten him by making him believe .. . 

GrorrrEey. I’ve got it! A great idea! Brilliant scheme! 


(Siz Henry heard off.) 


DIANA. 
~ JOAN, What is it? What is it ? 
Harvey. 


(Harvey and Joan come to t. of Mrs. DELIssE.) 
Mrs. Detissz. Too late! Hush! he’s coming. 
(Sir Henry enters c. window, briskly and cheerfully.) 


Sm Henry. I’ve had quite a pleasant little stroll. (Coming 
down ©.) 
- Georrrey. Yes—his last one. 

Harvey. Sir Henry, you’re an infernal liar! 

Sir Henry (calmly). Quite right, my boy. I am. 


(This completely takes the wind out of GEOFFREY’Ss sails and staggers 
| all of them. Str Henry at once follows up his advantage, with 
great swiftness and decision, exerting the whole of his strong personal 
magnetism to dominate them.) 


Grorrrey (staggered). You admit it ? 
Sir Henry. Of course I do... . Now, if you'll all listen to 
me quietly—we can settle this case in about five minutes. (Abrupily). 


Sit down ! 


(Mrs. DeuissE sits chair R.c. Diana chair R. with GEOFFREY, on tts 
L. arm. JOAN sits on settee, down stage side—and Harvey stands 
R. end up stage side. Str Henry takes chair from table u.c. and, 
leaning on its back, instantly shoots out a commanding forefinger 
at Harvey, and raps out the following commands and questions with 
such decisive rapidity and masterfulness that they have no chance to 
think or speak for themselves, but respond automatically.) 
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(Glaring at Harvey.) You, sir—sit down, sir! (HARVEY sits.) 
Standup! (Harvey stands.) You kissed Mrs. Trevor this morning 
—you admit it? Yes or no? 


Harvey. Yes. 
Sir Henry (instantly). . And I saw you ? 
Harvey. Yes. 


Sm Henry. Sit down! (Harvey goes front of settee and sits 
on Joan’s tL. Sir Henry continues in the same breath, shooting 
forefinger at Diana.) And you (GEOFFREY rises.) No, not 
you! (GEOFFREY sits. Points at Diana.) Up! (Dr1ana rises.) 
You don’t deny that ? 





Diana. No. 
Sir Henry (swiftly). You let him kiss you ? 
Diana. Yes. 


Sir Henry. Sit down! (Instantly to Grorrrey.) Now, sir! 
(Gzorrrey stands.) On your own confession, you kissed Joan 
Delisse ? 

Grorrrey. Yes. 

Sir Henry. Sitdown! (Grorrrey sits. ToJoan.) Standup! 

(Joan stands.) You admit he kissed you ? 

Joan. Yes. 

Srr Henry. Sit down! (With a gesture, as if throwing notes 
aside.) There’s my case in a nutshell! 


GrorFrrey (rebelliously). But, look here—— (Going towards Sir 
HEnry.) 

Sir Henry (thunderingathim). Wait! ... Yourturn willcome 
presently. 


(GEOFFREY goes at back of Mrs. DELissE’s and his wife’s chair and 
sits on its R. arm. Very deliberately and impressively, with an 
unconscious gesture of adjusting a barrister’s gown, Sir HENRY 
adopts his usual Divorce Court attitude—one foot on. chair, elbow 
on knee, leaning well forward and commanding his hearers with 
eloquent forefinger and keen, searching gaze.) : 


Now, consider the situation as it faced me this morning. Here we 
have a husband and wife—apparently on the best of terms—engaged 
in this detestable practice of philandering. But, mark you, their 
offence is not known to each other—it is known only to myself, 
Remember also that this appalling knowledge comes to me unex- 
pectedly—and in circumstances which call for an instant decision 
on my part. But you may urge that I could have adopted the 
obvious course—told both culprits the truth about each other. 
Harvey (interrupting). I say, don’t be so long-winded. 


(Murmurs of approval from the others.) 


Sir Henry. I’m just coming to the point. Now—(to Grorrrey) 
—I put it to you, sir—how could you have reproved your wife—or 
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she you—for conduct of which you had both been guilty ? Clearly 
it would have been a case of “tu quoque”! And the partners in 


~ your folly—(pointing to Harvey)—this weak-faced youth—(pointing 


to Joan)—this young girl, whom Heaven forbid I should judge too 
harshly !—they also would have escaped scot-free! ... None of 
you would have learnt a lesson! None of you would have realized 
—as I have made you realize—the consequences of your folly—the 
shame, the misery, the remorse which, nine times out of ten, are 
the bitter price that must be paid for it! 

Harvey (clapping ironically). By Jove, you are in topping form ! 

Str Henry (thundering at him). Silence, sir! (Lowering his 
voice, but gradually raising it again.) In these days of cynicism— 
when the highest ideals of conduct and character are sneered at as 
Victorian—(glaring at Harvey)—when even fiction has become the 
playground of pornography !—in these degenerate days, one hears 
and reads of “ harmless philandering,” of “ innocent flirtations,” and 
the like. (Strongly.) My friends, I don’t want to preach—that’s 
not my way. 

Omnes. No, No. 

Sir Henry. But as a man of the world, and one who has spent 
his whole life in courts of justice, I say to you with all the sincerity 
in my power—that for a married man or woman, no flirtation is 
innocent—no philandering is harmless ! 


(Harvey gets up thinking Stir Henry has finished. Sits again the 
moment Str HENRY resumes speaking.) 


(He pauses, much moved by his own eloquence.) That is the lesson I 
have tried to teach youto-day. You have seen me uttering Machiavel- 
lian falsehoods for your own ultimate advantage. And—if you are 
capable, as I am sure you are, of flinging aside petty prejudice and 
resentment—then I submit to you, with an unbounded confidence, 
that the course I adopted was in the best interests of all parties, 
and that I have deserved, not only your respect and sympathy, but 
your gratitude and your esteem. 


(He sits down, glowing with conscious triumph, convinced that he has 
completely won them over. They remain silent and thoughtful, as 
if dazed with his eloquence. He then resumes in ordinary conversa- 
tional tones, chatty and genial.) 


And now that that is over, is there a moral to be drawn ? 

Harvey. Yes, I think there is. 

Sir Henry. Let us in future be frank and open to one another ! 
Let us live so that our lives are like a book lying open upon a table, 
a healthy book, a book which anyone may take up and read with 
impunity ! 


(When Sir. Henry sits, GEOFFREY leaves his wife’s chair and coming 
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behind it to Mrs. Detisse whispers to her. There is a glum silence, 


-. everybody scowling except GEOFFREY and Mrs, DELISSE. GEOFFREY. 
turns up behind Mrs. DELissx’s chair and comes up to Sin HENRY, 


beaming.) 
Grorrrey. Thank you, Uncle Henry, for these noble words. 
HARVEY 
as \ (rising). What ? 
Grorrrey. I feel that you were entirely right. 
Harvey. It was a rotten thing to do! 
Georrrey. Not at all—it was a brave and splendid thing to do. 
Joan. He’s turning against us. 
Diana. 
Hanvev. | Traitor ! 
JOAN. 
(Diana rises.) 


GEOFFREY (waving them aside—indicating that he wishes them to 
leave). Uncle Henry has taught us a great lesson, and I for one 
am grateful! 

Str Henry (who has been staggered for a moment—beams). mt 
dear Geoffrey . 


Grorrrey. If it was a trick, it was a legitimate trick—the rose! 
of a clever lawyer and an experienced man of the world. (To Mrs.- 


Detissz.) I admire him for his conduct. 


(During above Diana, Harvey and Joan exeunt, protesting volubly. 


Diana goes off c. Harvey and Joan off L.U.E.) 


(Crossing towards door L. and turning round to Sir Henry.) You are 


a great man, Uncle Henry. 


Six Henry (down ¢., shakes GEOFFREY’S hand). My dear Geoffrey," 


your words touch me very deeply. 
GEOFFREY. You have shown me the true way to happiness. 


Thank you, Uncle, thank you. I at least shall profit by the lesson. 


(Haits door L. with marks of profound respect.) 


Sir Henry. Ah! (Gratified but rather puzzled.) He seems quite 
converted. (Goes towards Mrs. DELISSE R.0. chair.) 
Mrs. Deisse. Oh, quite !! 
Sir Henry. He admitted my cleverness, didn’t he ? 
Mrs. DeuissE. Oh, we all admit your cleverness, Henry, but I'm 
a woman. I always ook for the unexpected. 
Sir Henry. I’m a man. I provide against it. 
Mrs. DELisse (sympathetically). You poor darling! 
Sm Henry. Helen.... What was that you called me ? 
Mrs. Druissr. I—I forget. 


Sir Henry. Come, come! You can’t forget a thing like that ‘ 


Mrs. Detisse, Am I being cross-examined ? 





ee 
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Sm Henry. I put it to you, Helen, that you used the term 
“darling” in reference to me. 

- Mrs. Deuissz. I may have. 

Sir Henry. Now I don’t wish to seem to be putting a leading 
question, but, do you love me, Helen ? 

Mrs. Detissz. “Am I on my oath ? 

Smr Henry. To all intents and purposes—yes ! 

Mrs. DeuissE. Well, then I did—once! 

Sir Henry. As for me, I have always loved you. (Taking Mrs. 
DELIssE’s hands, pulling her up from chair.) 

Mrs. Detisse. I can’t, Henry, unless 

Sim Henry. Unless what? ... There’s nothing I wouldn’t do 
for you. 

Mrs. Detisse. A man without a hobby is apt to become a nuis- 
ance ... or a critic of his wife’s doings. 

Sir Henry. I haven’t had time for hobbies. 

Mrs. Deuisse. Make time ... and I'll marry you. 

Sir Henry (pleased). Helen... 

Mrs. Deuisse. You’re a born golfer. A golfer may be a bore, 
but he’s never a nuisance ; he’s too much occupied with his handicap 
. .. ’ma gambler, Henry; all womenare. (Picks up golf-ball and 
club. Gets them from writing table R.) Take this ball, tee up on the 
Common outside, and, if you hit it first shot, ’Il marry you. (Having 
handed club to Str Henry holds out her x. hand with the golf-ball.) 

‘Sir Henry. Hit that ball? ... Withthis? (Points with club 
to ball in Mrs. Dewissx’s hand.) Hang it all, Helen! Suppose I 
missed ? 





Mrs. Detissz. If you really love me, you won’t miss... . Well, 
Henry, are you going to accept my challenge ? 
Sir Henry. The light’s not too good. ... Confound it, Helen ! 


Don’t gamble our future on my hitting that damned ball. 

Mrs. Detissz. Ifyou love me, you'll take the risk. 

Sir Henry. It’s because I love you that I’m afraid of taking it. 

Mrs. Detissz. Afraid—you afraid! Ithought your courage and 
daring in court was a by-word ! 

Str Henry. That is different. There I am risking other people’s 
happiness—not my own. 

Mrs. Detissr. I won’t marry unless you acquire a hobby. 

Sir Henry (musing). Hit that ball with this club . . . confound 
it! Looks more like a pea than a ball. (Looks at her appealingly.) 
Helen... 

Mrs. DeuissE. “ He either fears his fate too much. . 

Sir Henry (pause). Tl do it.... (He takes ball from Mrs. 
DELISsE and goes up to 0. window—turns.) But you mustn’t 
watch me. 

Mrs. DettssE. I shall. Or you might cheat. 

Sm Henry. You'll make me nervous. 


9 
. 


90 THE UNFAIR SEX. [Aor IIT. 


Mrs. DetissE. Too much confidence leads a man into foozling 
his shots. 

Sir Henry. If I don’t hit this ball, damn it! P—T!ll eat it ? 
(He goes off c. to 1.) 

Mrs. DELISSE (up stage looking after him). " That’s the stuff to give 
’em ! 


(Diana and Harvey, Grorrrey and Joan enter door L. in motor-coats 
and hats.) 


(Waving them back.) Hush—keep back. (They all creep out again 
door UL.) 


Srr Henry (off stage). Now then, Helen—watch me. 


(Mrs. DELISSE returns to c. window, looking excitedly towards where 
Str Henry has gone off. Sound of club hitting ball.) . 


Mrs. DELIssE (outside window c.). How splendid ! 


(Pause. Then enter Mrs. Du.issE and Sir Henry through window— 
Sir Henry with golf club, radiant, comes down stage.) 


Sir Henry. Capital game, golf! Only requires a little intelli- 
gence.... Pity the light’s bad. We might have had a round. 

Mrs. Detissze. Thank goodness, you’ve found a hobby! (Comes 
down B. of chair B.C. to RB.) 

Sir Henry (c.). A hobby! Damn it all! It’s a science. 
Perfect cohesion of eye, hand, and brain .. . I shall get myself 
put up for half a dozen clubs, and... hallo! (Puts club on settee, 


(Joan and GEOFFREY enter door L. JOAN goes wp behind settee to C.) 
and drops down on Six Henry’s right, GEOFFREY in front of 
settee to his left.) 


Sr Henry. Eh? Oh, I say, Geoffrey—I’ve just made a 
wonderful shot. I stood;before the ball and swinging—— 

Joan. Geoff and I both feel that we owe you more than we can 
ever repay. 

Sm Henry. Eh! You and Geoffrey ? 

Joan. You have opened out for us such a prospect of real happi- 
ness. 

Sir Henry. I don’t quite follow you. 

Joan. I shall always look upon you as—as my truest friend. 
(She crosses to Mrs. DELISSE R.) 


(Whilst Siz Henry is looking in surprise at JoAN, GEOFFREY goes 
behind him to Joan and they embrace.) 


Sir Henry. Look here! What the devil—— 


(Enter Diana and Harvey door L. in motor-coats, coming to L. front 
of settee.) 
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_ Harvey. Sir Henry! Before we go, I’d like to congratulate 
you on the success of your rag. 

Str Henry (puzzled). What rag, sir ? 

Harvey. Yours... it was priceless, 

Diana. Thanks to you, Uncle Henry, we have found our way 
out of the tangle. 

Harvey. Three cheers for Uncle Henry. Hip, pip, Hoorah ! 

Sir Henry. I don’t follow you—what’s this? (Looking from 
one pair to the other.) 

Harvey. You gave us the tip and we’re taking it. 

Sir Henry. What tip ? 

GEOFFREY. We have decided to be perfectly frank and open. 

Harvey. Our lives are to be as open books. 


(GEoFFREY and JoAN a litile up stage by R. of R.C. chair.) | 


3 Diana (crosses to Str Henry). We have wired to the Ritz for 
aroom., (Zo Mrs. Detissz.) I’m sorry to leave you so suddenly, 
but Joan will take my place. 


(Sir Henry B.C.) 


Mrs. Deuisse (mock tragic—advancing to R.C.). Oh, my dear, 
can nothing persuade you to wait ? 

Diana. Nothing! 

Sir Henry. To wait—for what ? 

Diana. In future my life is to be dedicated to the only man 
who ever understood me. (Zakes Harvey’s arm.) 

Harvey. And we owe it all to you, Sir Henry. May I say 
Uncle ? 

Sir Henry. Geoffrey, do you stand by and permit this ? 

Grorrrey. When the Decree is made absolute, Joan will marry 
me. 

Srr Henry. Helen, say something ! 

Mrs. Deuisse. I can’t. You’ve said it all. 


(Enter PinxeR door L.) 


Pinker. The car is here, ma’am, and your luggage isin. (Stands 
above door and remains.) 


(The four run out. Gurorrrey and Joan behind settee to door u. 
Harvey the last to exit. Sir Henry makes a movement to L.) 


Sir Henry. I forbid you to ga—T’U—— (Choking.) I must 
stop them—I will stop them. I won’t allow this—this (Chokes.) 
Can’t anybody do something, or somebody do anything. Air, air 
—give me air! (Falls on settee.) 

Mrs. Deuisse. They’re determined. (Comes to R. end of settee.) 
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(A burst of laughter and chattering eaxclamations outside. Mrs. 


DELIsSE to B.0.) 
Sir Henry (sitting up). What the devil? Am I going mad ? 


(The quartette enter laughing. The two couples with their arms round 
each other. Diana and Grorrrey Lt. Harvey and JOAN RB.) 


(PICTURE.) 
Good Heavens ! 
(He sees Mrs. De.isse and Pinker laughing.) 


What! ‘You’ve been fooling me? Well, ’m... Joan, you're a 
terror... . So are you, Diana. (Rises to c.) As for you two 
fellows. ... Pinker, I owe you an apology. 
PINKER (coming down from u.). You owe me fifteen pounds. 
Sir Henry. There you are. (Hands notes to PINKER.) Buy 
yourself something. 


(PINKER retires to back L.U.E. Sin Henry takes golf-club from settee.) 
But, Geofirey—(joyously)—congratulate me—I’ve done it—I’ve done 
it ! 


Diana. Proposed to Helen? (Advancing.) - 

Sir Henry (c.). Yes—that’s all right, and she’s accepted me. 
(Dana crosses to Mrs. DewissE.) But, Geoff, what I really meant 
was—lI’ve hit a golf-ball—about half a mile! 


(Diana, Joan and Harvey with Mrs. DE.issE R.) 


. GEOFFREY (L.C.). Half a mile ? 

Sir Henry. Well, nearly—I didn’t forget what you told me—— 

GEorrREY. Uncle, I have something much more important to 
tell you now. 
ae Henry (impatiently). Yes, yes. Presently. I stood like 
this—— 

GzorrrEY. But listen—it’s about Di. (Whispers.) 

Sir Henry (indifferently). Eh, what is it? Oh, quite! Yes, 
yes, very nice—very nice—— Now I stood about here, you know, 
and keeping my eye on the ball and my head down and... 


(Sir Henry babbles on as the 


Curtain descends.) 
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AREN’T WE ALL? 


A Comedy in Three Acts 
By FREDERICK LONSDALE 


Characters in the order of their appearance as played 


at the Globe Theatre :~— 


MorTON ‘ 5 
Hon. WILLIE TATHAM . 
Lapy FRINTON 
ARTHUR WELLS . 
MARTIN STEELE . 
Kitty LAKE 

LorD GRENHAM . 
Hon. Mrs. W. TATHAM 
ROBERTS 

ANGELA LYNTON. 


REVEREND ERNEST LYNTON. 


JoHN WILLocks . 


E. Vivian Reynolds. 
Herbert Marshall. 
Ellis Jeffreys. 
Charles Hickman. 
Patrick Gover. 
Cyllene Moxon. 
Julian Royce. 
Marie Lohr. 

E. A. Walker. 
Elizabeth Chesney. 
Eric Lewis. 
Martin Lewis. 


SYNOPSIS OF SCENERY. 
Act I. —Room in Witte TatHam’s House in Mayfair. 


Act II. —Room at Grenham Court. 
Act II11.—The same as Act II. 


The play is published at 2s. 6d. net. The fee for one 


performance by amateurs is £5 5s. 
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